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MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS: 
GD AN EL E GV. 
By WILLIAM JULIUS MICKLE. 


uod tibi wite ſors detraxit, 
Fama agdjiciet poſthuma laudi; 
Nofiris longum tu dolor et honor. Bucnu. 


HE balmy Zephyrs o'er the woodland ſtray, 
And gently ſtir the boſom of the lake : 
The fawns that panting in the covert lay, 
Now thro” the gloomy park their revels take. 


Pale riſe the rugged hills that ſkirt the North, 
Ihe wood glows yellow'd by the evening rays, 
Silent and beauteous flows the filver Forth, 
And Aman murmuring thro' the willows ſtrays. 
Vol. III. B ; 
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But ah! what means this filence in the grove, 
Where oft the wild-notes ſooth'd the love-fick boy ? 


Why ceaſe in Mary's bower the ſongs of Love, 
The ſongs of Love, of Innocence, and Joy? 


When bright the lake reflects the ſetting ray, 
The ſportive virgins tread the flowery green; 

Here by the moon, full oft in chearful May, 
The merry bride-maids at the dance are ſeen, 


But who theſe Nymphs that thro? the copſe appear 
In robes of white adorn'd with violet blue ? 

Fondly with purple flowers they deck yon bier, 
And wave in ſolemn pomp the boughs of yew. 


Supreme in grief, her eye confus'd with woe, 
Appears the Lady of th' aerial train, 

Tall as the ſylvan Goddeſs of the bow, 
And fair as ſhe who wept Adonis ſlain. 


Such was the pomp when Gilead's virgin band, 
Wandering by Judah's flowery mountains, wept, 

And with fair Iphis by the hallowed ſtrand 

Of Siloe's brook a mournful ſabbath kept. 


By the reſplendent croſs with thiſtles twin'd, 
Tis Mary's Guardian Genius loſt in woe: 

«© Ah lay, what deepeſt wrongs have thus combin'd 
Jo heave with reſtleſs fighs thy breaſt of ſow ! 
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« Oh ſtay, ye Dryads, nor unfiniſh'd fly | 


« Your ſolemn rites ; here comes no foot profane: 
« The Muſes“ fon, and hallowed is his eye, 


« Implores your ſtay, implores to join the ſtrain, 


«© See, from her cheek the glowing life-bluſh flies; 
„Alas, what faultering ſounds of woe be theſe ! 

« Ye Nymphs, who fondly watch her languid eyes, 
« Oh ſay, what muſic will her ſoul appeaſe!” 


ce Reſound the ſolemn dirge, the Nymphs reply, 
« And let the turtles moan in Mary's bower, 
Let Grief indulge her grand ſublimity, 
« And Melancholy wake her melting power : 


% For Art has triumph'd ; Art, that never flood 

« On Honours ſide, or generous tranſport knew, 
% Has dy'd its haggard hands in Mary's blood, 

« And o'er her fame has breath'd its blighting dew, 


«« But come, ye Nymphs, ye woodland Spirits, come, 
% And with funereal flowers your treſſes braid, 

«© While in this hallow'd grove we raiſe the tomb, 
« And conſecrate the ſong to Mary's ſhade, 


“ O ſing what ſmiles her youthful morning wore, 
4 Her's every charm, and every lovelieſt grace; 
When Nature's happieſt touch could add no more, 
«« Heaven lent an angel's beauty to her face. 
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«« O! whether by the-moſs-grown buſhy dell, 
„Where from the oak depends the miſletoe, 
«« Where creeping ivy ſhades the Druid's cell, 
«© Where from the rock the gurgling waters flow ; 


«© Or whether ſportive o'er the cowſlip beds, 
„% You thro? the fairy dales of Teviot glide, 

« Or bruſh the primroſe banks while Cynthia ſheds 
«« Her ſilvery light o'er Eſk's tranſlucent tide ; 


„ Hither, ye gentle Guardians of the Fair, 

«« By Virtue's tears, by weeping Beauty, come; 
<« Unbind the feſtive robes, unbind the hair, 

« And wave the cypreſs bough at Mary's tomb. 


% And come, ye fleet Magicians of the air, 2 1 
The mournful Lady of the chorus cry'd, 

« Your airy tints of baleful hue prepare, 
« And thro' this grove bid Mary's fortune's glide : 


« And let the ſong with ſolemn harping join'd, 
« And wailing notes unfold the tale of woe. 
She ſpoke, and waking thro' the breathing wind 
From lyres unſeen the ſolemn harpings flow. 


The ſong began, How bright her early morn ! 
«© What laſting joys her ſmiling fate portends ! 
« To wield the awful Britiſh ſcepters born, 
4 And Gaul's young heir her bridal-bed aſcends. 
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ec See, round her bed, light-floating on the air, 
„The little Loves their purple wings diſplay ; | 

« When ſudden, ſhrieking at the diſmal glare 
« Of funeral torches, far they ſpeed away. 


4 


« Far with the Loves each bliſsful omen ſpeeds, 

« Her eighteenth April hears her widow'd moan ; 
4 The bridal bed the fable hearſe ſucceeds, 

« And ſtruggling Factions ſhake her native throne. 


& No more a Goddeſs in the ſwimming dance 
« May'ſt thou, O Queen, thy lovely form diſplay ; 
& No more thy beauty reign the charm of France, 
Nor in Verſailles proud bowers outſhine the day. 


& For the cold North the trembling fails are ſpread ; 
« Ah, what drear horrors gliding through thy breaſt, 
While from thy weeping eyes fair Gallia fled, 
Thy future woes in boding ſighs confeſt ! ® 


a The unhappy Mary in her infancy was ſent to France, to the care of 
her morher's family, the Houſe of Guiſe. The French Court was at that 
time the gayeſt and moſt gallant of Europe, Here the Princeſs of Scot- 
land was educated, with all the diſtinctions due to her high rank; and, as 
ſoon as years would allow, ſhe was married to the Dauphin, afterwards 
Francis II:“ On the death of this monarch, which cloſed a ſhort reign, the 
politics of the Houſe of Guiſe required the return of the youpg Queen to 
Scotland. She left France with tears and the utmoſt reluctance; and on 
her landing in her native kingdom, the different appearance of the country 
awakened all her regret, and affected her with a melancholy, which 
ſeemed to forebode her future misfortunes, 
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6 A nation ſtern and ſtubborn to command, 
„% And now convuls'd with Faction's fierceſt rage, 


+ Commits its ſcepter to thy gentle hand, 
« And aſks a bridle from thy tender age.“ 


As weeping thus they ſung, the omens roſe, 
Her native ſhore receives the mouruful Queen . 


November wind o'er the bare landſcape blows, + 


In hazy gloom the ſea-wave ſkirts the ſcene: 


The Houſe of Holy Roodin ſullen ſtate, 

Bleak in the ſhade of rude pil'd rocks appears; i 
Cold on the mountain's ſide, the type of fate, 

Its ſhatter'd walls a Romiſh chapel reais : 


No nodding grove here waves the ſheltering bough; 
O'er the dank vale; prophetic of her reign, _ i 
Beneath the curving mountain's craggy brow 
The dreary echoes to the gales complain: 
Beneath the gloomy clouds of rolling ſmoke 
The high pil'd city rears her Gothic towers; 


The ſtern-brow'd caſtle, from his lofty rock 
Looks ſcornful down, and fixt defiance lowers. b 


b Theſe circumſtances, deſcriptive of the environs of Holy Rood Houſe, 
are local. Yet, however dreary the unimproved November view may ap- 
pear, the connuifſeur in gardening will perceive, that plantation, and the 
other efforts of art, could eafily convert the proſpect into an agrecable and 


moſt romantic ſummer landſcape, 
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Domeſtic bliſs, that dear, that ſovereign joy, 


Far from her hearth was ſeen to ſpeed away; 
Strait dark-brow'd Factions entering in deſtroy 
The ſeeds of peace, and mark her for their prey. 1 


No more by moon-ſhine to the nuptial bower 
Her Francis comes, by Love's ſoft fetters led; 


Far other ſpouſe now wakes her midnight hour ©, 


Enrag'd, and-reeking from the harlot's bed. 


« Ah! draw the veil,” ſhrill trembles thro? the air: 
The veil was drawn, but darker ſcenes aroſe, 

4 Another naptial couch the Fates prepare, 
The baleful teeming ſource of deeper woes, 


The bridal torch her Evil angel wav'd, 
Far from the couch offended Prudence fled ; 


Of deepeſt crimes deceitful Faction rav'd, 
And rous'd her trembling from the fatal bed, 


The hinds are ſeen in arms, and glittering ſpears 
Inſtead of crooks the Grampian ſhepherds wield ; 
Fanatic rage the plowman's viſage wears, 


And red with {laughter lies the harveſt field. 


© Lord Daraly ; the handſomeſt man of his age, but a worthleſs de- 
bauchee of no ahjlities. | 


_ 4 Her marriage with the Earl of Bothell; an unprincipled politician of 
por addreſs, 
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From Borthwick field, deſerted and forlorn, 
The beauteous Queen all tears is ſeen to fly; 

* Now thro? the ſtreets a weeping captive borne, 
Her woes the triumph of the vulgar eye. 


Again the viſion ſhifts the woeful ſcene ; 
Again forlorn from rebel arms ſhe flies, 
And unſuſpecting on a ſiſter Queen, 
The lovely injur'd Fugitive relies, 


When Wiſdom baffled owns th* attempt in vain, 
Heaven oft delights to ſet the virtuous free : 

Some friend appears, and breaks Affliction's chain, 
But ah, no generous friend appears for thee ! 


A priſon's ghaſtly walls and grated cells = 
Deform'd the airy ſcenery as it paſt ; 

The haunt where liſtleſs Melancholy dwells, 
Where every genial feeling ſhrinks aghaſt. 


No female eye her ſickly bed to tend * ! 
Ah ceaſe to tell it in the female ear! 

« A woman's ſtern command! a proffer'd friend! 
«© Oh generous paſſion, peace, forbear, forbear ! 


© When ſhe was brought priſoner through the ftreets of Edinburgh, ſhe 
ſuffered almoſt every indignity which an enraged mob Tould offer. Her 
perſon was bedaubed with mire, and her ear inſulted with every term of 
vulgar abuſe. Even Buchanan when he relates theſe circumſtances ſeems 
to drop a tear over them, 
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% Alas! no pleading touch thy memory knew, 
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„ And could, oh Tudor, could thy breaſt retain 
No ſoftening thought of what thy woes had been, 
«« When thou, the heir of England's crown, in vain 


«« Didſt ſue the mercy of a tyrant Queen? 


« And could no pang from tender memory wake, 

« And feel thoſe woes that once had been thine on; 
« No pleading tear to drop for Mary's ſake, ; 

« For Mary's ſake, the heir of England's throne ? 


« Dry'd were the tears which for thyſelf had flow'd ; 
4 Dark politics alone engag'd thy view ; 
With female jealouſy thy boſom glow'd. 


«« And ſay, did Wiſdom own thy ſtern command? 
„Did Honour wave his banner o'er the deed ? 
« Ah!—Mary's fate thy name ſhall ever brand, 
« And ever o'er her woes ſhall Pity bleed. 


« The babe that prattled on his nurſe's knee, 
«© When firſt thy woeful captive hours began, 

5“ Ere heaven, oh hapleſs Mary, ſet thee free, 
That babe to battle march'd in arms a man,” 


An awful pauſe enſues—— With ſpeaking eyes, 

And hands half rais'd, the guardian Wood Nymphs wait, 
While flow and ſad the airy ſcenes ariſe, 

Stain'd with the laſt deep woes of Mary's fate. 


With 
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With dreary black hung round the hall appears, 
The thirſty ſaw- duſt ſtrews the marble floor, 

Blue gleams the ax, the block its ſhoulders rears, 


And pikes and halberts guard the iron door. 


The.clouded moon her dreary glimpſes ſhed, 

And Mary's maids, a mournful train, paſs by 
Languid they walk, and liſtleſs hang the head, 
And ſilent tears pace down from every eye. 


Serene and nobly mild appears the Queen, 

She ſmiles on heaven, and bows the injur'd head 
The ax is lifted—from the deathful ſcene 

The Guardians turn'd, and all the picture fled: 


It fled : the Wood Nymphs o'er the diſtant lawn, 

As 'rapt in viſion, dart their earneſt eyes; 

So when the huntſman hears the ruſtling fawn, 
He ſtands impatient of the ſtarting prize. | 


The ſovereign Dame her awful eye-balls roll'd, 
As Cuma's maid when by the God infpir'd ; 
% The depths of ages to my ſight unfold,” 
She cries, 6c and Mary's OP breaſt has fir'd, 


« On Tudor's throne her dont wal ever reign, 
Age after age ſhall ſec their flag unfurl'd, 
cc With ſovereign pride, where-ever roars the main; 


Stream to the wind, and awe the trembling yorld. 


66 Nor 
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7 Nor Britain's ſceptre ſhall they wield alone, 
Age after age through lengthening time ſhall ſee 


Her branching race on Europe's every throne, 
oh And either India bend to them the Knee. 


6c But Tudor as a fruitleſs gourd ſhall die; 

I ſee her death-ſcene—On the lowly floor 
% Dreary ſhe fits, cold Grief has glaſs'd her eye, 
And Anguiſh gnaws her till ſhe breathes no more.“ 


But hark—loud howling thro' the midnight gloom, 
Faction is rous'd, and ſends the baleful yell! 
Oh ſave, ye generous few, your Mary's tomb, 
Oh ſave her aſhes from the blaſting ſpell ; * 


* And lo, where Time with brighten'd face ſerene, 

«« Points to yon far, but glorious opening ſky; 
„See Truth walk forth, majeſtic awful Queen, 
« And Party's blackening miſts before her fly. 


« Falſhood unma{k'd withdraws her ugly train, 
« And Mary's virtues all illuſtrious ſhine— 


66 Yes, thou haſt friends, the godlike and humans 
„ Of lateſt ages, injur'd Queen, are thine.” 
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The milky ſplendors of the dawning 7 * 
Now thro? the grove a trembling radiance ſhed, 


with ſprightly note the wood-lark hail'd the day, 


And with the moonſhine all the viſion fled . 


Z The author of this little Poem to the memory of an unhappy Princeſs 
is unwilling to enter into the controverſy reſpecting her guilt or her inno- 
cence, Suffice it only to obſerve, that the following facts may be proved 
to demonſtration: The Letters, which have always been eſteemed as the 


principal proof of Queen Mary's guilt, are forged, Buchanan, on whoſe 


authority Thuanus and other hiſtorians have condemned her, has falſified 
ſeveral circumſtances of her hiſtory, and has cited againſt her public re- 
cords which never exiſted, as has been lately proved to demonſtration. 
And, to add no more, the treatment ſhe received from her illuſtrious 
Couſin was dictated by a policy truly Machiavelian, a policy which tram- 
pled on the obligations of Honour, of Humanity, and Morality, From 
whence it may be inferred, that to expreſs the indignation at the cruel 
treatment of Mary which hiſtory muſt ever inſpire, and to drop a tear over 
her ſufferings, is not unworthy of a Writer who would appear in the cauſe. 
of Virtue, | | 
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HENGIST AND MEY: A BALLAD. 


BY THE SAME. 


Haec novimus eſſe nilil, 


N antient days, when Arthur reign'd, 
Sir Elmer had no peer! 
And no young knight in all the land 
The ladies lov'd ſo dear. 


His ſiſter Mey, the faireſt maid 
Of all the virgin train, 

Won every heart at Arthur's court, 
But all their love was vain. 


In vain they lov'd, in vain they vow'd, 
Her heart they could not move : 

Yet at the evening hour of prayer | 
Her mind was loſt in love. 


The Abbeſs ſaw, the Abbeſs knew, 
And urg'd her to explain; 

© O name the gentle youth to me, 
* And his conſent I'll gain.“ 
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Long urg'd, long tir'd, fair Mey reply d, 
«« His name how can I ſay? — 
* An angel from the fields above 
Has rapt my heart away. 


1% But once, alas, and never more, 
« His lovely form I ſpied, 

% One evening by the ſounding ſhore, 
All by the greenwood fide : 


« His eyes to mine the love confeſt, 
«+ That glow'd with mildeſt grace: 
« His courtly mein and purple veſt 
«© Beſpoke his princely race. 


« But when he heard my brother's horn 
« Faſt to his ſhips he fled: 

&« Yet while I ſleep his graceful form 
« Still hovers round my bed. 


Sometimes all clad in armour bright, 
„He ſhakes a warlike lance; 

% And now in courtly garments dight, 
He leads the ſprightly dance. 


« His hair is black as raven's wing, 
« His ſkin as Chriſtmas ſnow, 


«© His cheeks outvie the bluſh of morn, 


His lips like roſe-buds glow. 
6 His 
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« His limbs, his arms, his ſtature, ſnap'd 
By Nature's ſineſt hand; | 

« His ſparkling eyes declare him born 
« To love and to command.“ 


The live-long year fair Mey bemoan'd 
Her hopeleſs pining love: 

But when the balmy Spring return'd, 
And Summer cloath'd the grove ; 


All round by pleaſant Humber ſide 
The Saxon banners flew, 

And to Sir Elmer's caſtle gates 
The ſpear-men came in view. 


Fair bluſh'd the morn when Mey look'd o'er 
| The caſtle-wall fo ſheen ; 

And, lo, the warlike Saxon youth 
Mere ſporting on the green. | 


There Hengiſt, Offa's eldeft ſon, { 
Lean'd on his burniſh'd lance, 

And all the armed youth around 
Obey'd his manly glance. 


His locks as black as raven's wing 
Adown his ſhoulders flow'd, 
His cheeks outvied the bluſh of morn, 
His lips like roſe buds glow'd. 
N | And 
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And ſoon the lovely form of Mey 
Has caught his piercing eyes: 
He gives the ſign, the bands retire, 
While big with love he ſighs, 


Oh thou, for whom I dar'd the ſeas, 


« And come with peace or war; 
« Oh, by that croſs that veils thy breaſt, 
„ Relieve thy Lover's care! 


« For thee I'll quit my father's throne, 
„ With thee the wilds explore; 

4% Or with thee ſhare the Britiſh crown, 
„ With thee the Croſs adore.” 


Beneath the timorous virgin bluſh, 
With love's ſoft warmth ſhe glows : 

So bluſhing thro? the dews of morn 
Appears the opening roſe. 


"Twas now the hour of morning prayer, 
When men their fins bewail, 

And Elmer heard king Arthur's horn 
Shrill ſounding thro' the dale. 


The pearly tears from Mey's bright eyes 
Like April dew-drops fell, 

When with a parting dear embrace 

Her brother bade farewell, 

| The 
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The croſs with ſparkling diamonds bright 
That veil'd her ſnowy breaſt, 

With prayers to heaven, her lily hands 
Have fixt on Elmer's veſt, | 


Now, with five hundred bowmen true, — 
He's march'd acroſs the plain, 

Till with his gallant yeomandrie 
He join'd king Arthur's train. 


Full forty thouſand Saxon ſpears 
Came glittering down the hill, 
And with their ſnouts and clang of arma 
The diſtant valleys fill. 


Old Offa, dreſt in Odin's garb, 
Aſſum'd the hoary god; 

And Hengiſt, like the warlike Thor, 
Before the horſemen rode. 


With dreadful rage the combat burns, 
The captains ſhout amain; 

And Elmer's tall victorious fpear 
Far glances o'er the plain. 


To ſtop its courſe young Hengiſt flew 
Like lightning o'er the field; 

And ſoon his eyes the well-known croſs 
On Elmer's veſt beheld. 


Vol. III. C The 
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The flighted lover fwell'd his breaft, 
His eyes ſhot living fire, | 
And all his martial heut before 
To this was mild deſire. 


On his imagin'd rival's front 
With whirlwind ſpeed he preſt, 
And glancing to the ſun, his ſword 
Reſounds on Elmer's creſt. | 


The foe gave way, the princely. youth 
With heedleſs rage purſu'd, 
Till trembling in his cloven helm 
Sir Elmer's javelin ſtood, 


He bow'd his head, flow dropt his ſpear, 
The reins ſlipt through his hand, 

And, ſtain'd with blood, his ſtately eorſe 
Lay breathleſs on the ſtrand, 


bs O bear me off, Sir Elmer cried, 
Before my painful fight 

The combat ſwims—Yet Hengiſt's veſt 
I claim as victor's right.“ 


Brave Hengiſt's fall the Saxons ſaw, 
And all in terror fled. 
The bowmen to his caſtle gates 
The bold Sir Elmer led. 
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BY THE SAME, 
s. ANN. Kr. AUCT. 18. 
Dacit in errorem variarum ambage viarum. Ovid. 


I G Hon a hill's green boſom laid, 
1 At eaſe my careleſs Fancy ſtray'd, 
And o'er the landſcape ran; 
Review'd what ſcenes the ſeaſons ſnow, 
And weigh'd what ſhare of joy and woe 
Is deom' to toiling Man. 


*Fhe nibbling flocks around me bleat, 
; The oxen low beneath my feet 1 
> +. Along the clover'd dale; CEE | 
The golden ſheaves the reapers bind, 
The ploughman whiſtles near behind, 
s And breaks the new-mown vale, 


— 
—— — — - 


« Hail, Knowledge ! gift of heaven ! I cried, 
« Fen all the gifts of heaven beſide, 
« Compar'd to thee, how low ! 
«© The bleflings of the earth and air 
« The beaſts of fold and foreſt ſhare, 
| But godlike Beings x xow: 
5 C 3 «© How: 
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10 How mean the ſhort-liv'd joys of Senſe ! 
«« But how ſublime the excellence 
of Wiſdom's ſacred lore! 
% In Death's deep ſhades what nations lie! 
« Yet ſtill can Wiſdom's piercing eye 
Their mighty deeds explore. 


te She ſees the little Spartan band, 
« With great Leonidas, withſtand 
« The Afian world in arms; 
“ She hears the heavenly ſounds that hung 
* On Homer's and on Plato's tongue, 
And glows at Tully's charms. 


** The wonders of the ſpacious ſky 
** She penetrates with Newton's eye, 
«« And marks the planets roll ; 
*The human mind with Locke ſhe ſcans! 
« With Cambray Virtue's flame ſhe fans, 
And lifts to heaven the ſoul. 


% Flow matter takes ten thouſand forms 

« Of metals, plants, of men and worms, 
«« She joys to trace with Boyle: 

This life ſhe deems an infant ſtate, 

« A gleam that bodes a light complete 
Beyond the mortal toil. 


| | us << What 
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« What numerous ills in Hſe befalt!- _ 
Yet Wiſdom learns to ſcorn. them all, 
« And arms the breaſt with ſteel: 
« F'en Death's pale face no horror wears; 
„ But, ah, what horrid pangs and fears 

„ Unknowing wzetches feel ! 


That breaſt excels proud Ophir's mines, 
« And fairer than the morning ſhines, 

« Where Wiſdom's treaſures glow ; 
„But, ah, how void yon peaſant's mind! 
« His thoughts how darken'd, aud confin'd! 

Nor cares.he more to know. 


«« The laſt two tenants of the ground, 
Of antient times his hiſt'ry bound: 
« Alas, it ſcarce goes higher. 
„In vain to him is Maro's ſtrain, 
And Shakeſpeare's magic powers in yain, 
„In vain is Milton's fire. 


« Nor ſun by day, nor ſtars by night, 
Can give his ſoul the grand delight 
To trace almighty power: 
«« His team think juſt as much as he 
Of Nature's vaſt variety 
« In animal and flower.“ 
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As thus T ſung, a ſolemn ſound 
Accoſts mine ear; I look'd ound, 
And lo, an ancien: Jag, 
Hard by an ivied oak, food near, 


That fenc'd the cave, where many a year 
Had been his hermitage. 


His mantle grey flow'd looſe behind, 

His ſmowy beard wav'd to the wind, 
And added ſolemn grace; 

His broad bald front gave dignity, 

Attention mark'd his lively eye, 
And peace ſmil'd in his face. 


He beckon'd with his wrinkled hand, 
My ear was all at his command; 
And thus the Sage began: 
% Godlike it is to know, I own, 
«© But, oh, how little can be known 
«« By poor, ſhort- ſighted man 


« Go, mark the Schools, where letter'd pride, 
And ftar-crown'd Science, boaſtful guide, 

«« Diſplay their faireft light: 
«« There led by ſome pale meteor's ray, 
That leaves them oft, the Sages ſtray, 

«© And grope in endleſs night. 
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% Of Wiſdom proud you Sage exclaims, 
« Virtue and Vice are mercly names, 
« And changing ever} eV 
«« Aſhley, how loud in V::tue'; praiſe! 
« Yet Aſtley with a kiſs betrays 
And ſtrips her of her dower. 


«« Hark, Bolingbroke his God arraigns ; 
„Hobbes ſmiles on Vice, Deſcartes maintains 
A godleſs paſſive cauſe; 
„See, Bayle, oft {lily ſhifting round, 
« Would fondly fix on ſceptic ground, 
«« And change, O Truth, thy laws. 


«« And what the joy this lore beſtows ? 
« Alas, no joy, no hope it knows 
« Above what beſtials claim: 
To quench our nobleſt native fire, 
«© That bids to nobler worlds aſpire, 
Is all its hopes, its aim, 


Not Afric's wilds, nor Babel's waſte, 
«© Where Ipnorance her tents hath plac'd, 
«© More diſmal ſcene diſplay : 
A ſcene, where Virtue ſickening dies, 
„Where Vice to dark extinction flies, 
* And ſpurns the future day. 


« Wiſdom 
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1% Wiſdom you boaſt to you is given: 
« At night then mark the fires of heaven, 
And let thy mind explore; 
„ Swift as the lightning let it fly 
« From ſtar to ſtar, from ſky to ſky, 
% Still, ſtill are millions more. 


4% Th immenſe ideas ſtrike the ſoul 
„With pleaſing horror, and eontroul . 
98 Thy Wiſdom's empty boaſt. 
« What are they? — Thou can'ſt never ſay; 
Then ſilent adoration pay, 
« And be in wonder loſt, 


„ Say, how the ſelf-ſame roots produce 

Ihe wholeſome food, and poiſonous juice, 
„And adders balſams yield: 

« How fierce the lurking tyger glares, 

| «« How mild the heifer with thee ſhares 

| Aue labours of the field? 


« V/hy growling to his den retires 

«« The ſullen *pard, while joy inſpires 

| Von happy ſportive lambs ? 

« Now ſcatter'd o'er the hill they ſtray, 

„Now, weary of their gambling play, 
6 AL Angle out their dams, 


6 Inſtinct 


ſtinct 
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te Inſtinct directs— But what is That? 
4 Fond man, thou never canſt ſay What: 
« Oh, ſhort thy ſearches fall. 
« By ſtumbling chance, and ſlow degrees, 
% The uſeful arts of men increaſe, 
s But this at once is all, 


1 A trunk firſt floats along the deep, 

« Long ages ſtill improve the ſhip, 
„Till ſhe commands the ſhore : 

«« But never bird improv'd her neſt, 

«© Each all at once of powers poſſeſt, 
« Which ne'er can riſe to more. 


© That down the ſteep the waters flow, 


That weight deſcends we ſee, we know ; 


« But why, can ne'er explain. 
«« Then humbly weighing Nature's laws, 
4 To God's high will aſcribe the cauſe, 
+ And own thy wiſdom vain, 


4 For ſtill the more thou knoweft, the more 
«© Shalt thou the vanity deplore 
« Of all thy ſoul can find: 
« This life a ſickly woeful dream, 
«« A burial of the ſoul will ſeem, 
* A pally of the mind. 
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« Tho? Knowledge ſcorns the peaſant's fear, 
« Alas, it points the ſecret ſpear 
«« Of many a nameleſs woe: 
« Thy delicacy dips the dart 
© In rankling gall, and gives a ſmart 
« Beyond what he can know. 


«« How happy then the fimple mind 

«© Of yon unknowing labouring hind, 
« Where all is ſmiting peace 

No thoughts of more exalted joy 

«« His preſent bliſs one hour deſtroy, 
Nor rob one moment's eaſe. 


«© The ſtings neglected Merit feels, 
« The pangs the virtuous ſoul conceals, 
„When cruſn'd by wayward fate; 
«« 'Theſe are not found beneath his roof, 
«« Againſt them all ſecurely proof, 
«« Heaven guards his humble ſtate. 


« Knowledge or wealth to few are given ; 
„But, mark how juſt the ways of heaven! 
« 'True joy to all is free: | 
«« Nor Wealth nor Knowledge grant the boon, 
Js thine, O Conſcience, thine alone, 

„It all belongs to thee. 


* Bleft 
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4 Bleſt in thy ſmiles the Shepherd lives, 
cc Gay is his morn, his evening gives 
«« Content and ſweet repoſe, 
« Without them—ever, ever cloy'd, 
&« To ſage, or chief, one weary void 
« Ts all that life beſtows, 


4 Then would'ſt thou, Mortal, riſe divine? 
C Let innocence of ſoul be thine, 

« With active goodneſs join'd : 
«© Thy heart ſhall then confeſs thee bleſt, 
„And, ever lively, joyful taſte 
The pleaſures of the mind.“ 


So ſpake the Sage; my heart reply'd, 
« How poor, how blind is human pride! 
« All joy how falſe and vain, 
« But, that from Conſcious Worth which flows, 
«© Which gives the death-bed ſweet repoſe, 
And hopes an after reign,” | 
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PpOLL IO“: AN ELEGIAC ODE. 
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t WRITTEN IN THE WOOD NEAR R—* CASTLE; 1762. 7 
BY THE SAME. 1 
Hee Fotvem fenti re, Deoſque cunctos. 
Sper bonum cerlamque domum reporto. Hos, 
HE peaceſul Evening breathes her balmy ſtore. 
| The playful ſchool-boys wanton o'er the green D 
| Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the cottage- door, 
The villagers in ruſtic joy convene. 
V 


Amid the ſecret windings of the wood, 
| With ſolemn meditation let me ſtray; 
This is the hour, when, to the wiſe and good, * 
The heavenly Maid repays the toils of day. 


1 The river murmurs, and the breathing gale T 
Whiſpers the gently waving boughs among, 
The ſtar of evening glimmers o'er the dale, Sc 


And leads the filent hoſt of heaven along. 


h It has been often ſaid, that Fiction is the moſt proper field for poetry. 
If it is always ſo, the writer of this little piece acknowledges it is a cir- 
| cumſtance againſt him. The following Ode was firſt ſuggeſted, and the 
ideas contained in it raiſed, on reviſiting the ruins and woods that had been It: 
tlie ſcene of his early amuſements, with a deſerving brother, who died in 
bis twenty-firſt year, 

| How 


EN 


How bright, emerging o'er yon broom-clad height, 
The ſilver empreſs of the night appears! 

Yon limpid pool reflects a ſtream of light, 
And faintly in its breaſt the woodland bears. 


The waters tumbling o'er their rocky bed, 
| Solemn and conſtant, from yon dell reſound; 3 
The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſtant glade ; 

The bat, low-wheeling, ſkims the duſky ground. 


Auguſt and hoary, o'er the ſloping dale, 
The Gothic abbey rears its ſculptur'd towers; 
Dull through the roofs reſounds the whiſtling gale ; 
Dark Solitude among the pillars lowers. 


Where yon old trees bend cer a place of graves, 
And ſolemn ſhade a chapels fad remains, 
Where yon ſcath'd poplar through the window waves, 
And, twining round, the hoaty arch ſuſtains ; 
\ 


There oft, at dawn, as one forgot behind, 
Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 

Some hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtaff reclin'd, O 
Pores on the graves, and ſighs a broken prayer. 


» — 


High o'er the pines, that with their darkening ſhade 


—— ee wo — — — — —_— 


. Surround yon eraggy bank, the callle rears 
n Its crumbling turrets : ſtill its towery head 
a A warlike mien, a ſullen grandeur wears. 


So, ö 


e 
So, midſt the ſnow of Age, a boaſtful air 
Still on the war- worn veteran's brow attends; 


Still his big bones his youthful prime declare, 
it Tho? trembling o'er the feeble crutch he bends. 


Wild round the gates the duſky wall-flowers creep, 
| Where oft the knights the beauteous dames have led ; 
| Gone is the bower, the grot a ruin'd heap, 

Where bays and ivy o'er the fragments ſpread. 


Twas here our fires exulting from the fight, 

Great in their bloody arms, march'd o'er the lea, 
Eying their reſcu'd fields with proud delight ! 

Now loſt to them ! and, ah! how chang'd to me! 


— 
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| This bank, the river, and the fanning breeze, 
| The dear idea of my Poti bring; 
| So ſhone the moon through theſe ſoft nodding trees, 
When here we wander'd in the eves of Spring. 


When April's ſmiles the flowery lawn adorn, 
And modeſt cowſlips deck the ſtreamlet's ſide, 
When fragrant orchards to the roſeate morn 
" Unfold their bloom, in heaven's own colours dy'd: 


— — ee emer we on, _———— — 


So fair a bloſſom gentle Por r10 wore, : 
Theſe were the emblems of his healthful mind : | D 
To him the letter'd page difplay'd its lore, 
To him bright Fancy all her wealth refign'd ; 
5 | Him, 
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Him, with her pureſt flames the Muſe endow'd, 
Flames never to th' illiberal thought ally'd ; 


The ſacred ſiſters led where Virtue glow'd 
In all her charms ; he ſaw, he felt, and dy'd. 


Oh partner of my infant griefs and joys ! 

Big with the ſcenes now paſt my heart o'erflows, 
Bids each endearment, fair as once to riſe, 

And dwells luxurious on her melting woes. 


Oft with the riſing ſun, when life was new, 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee 

Oft by the moon have bruſh'd the evening dew, 
When all was fearleſs innocence and glee. 


The ſainted well, where yon bleak hill declines, 
Has oft been conſcious of thoſe happy hours; 

But now the hill, the river crown'd with pines, 
And fainted well have loſt their cheering powers. 


For thou art gone——My guide, my friend, oh where, 
| Where haſt thou fled, and left me here behind! 
My tendereſt wiſh, my heart to thee was bare, 

Oh, now cut off each paſlage to thy mind ! 


How dreary is the gulph, how dark, how void, " 
The trackleſs ſhores that never were repalt ! 

Dread ſeparation ! on the depth untry'd 
Hope faulters, and the ſoul recoils aghaſt. 


Vol. III. D Wide 
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Wide round the ſpacious heavens I caſt my eyes; 
And ſhall theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire, 
Still ſhine the /;/*/e/5 glories of the ſkies, 
And could thy bright, thy living ſoul expire? 


Far be the thought The pleaſures moſt ſublime, 
The glow of friendſhip, and the virtuous tear, 
The towering wiſh that ſcorns the bounds of time, 


Chill'd in this vale of Death, but languſh here, 


So plant the vine on Norway's wintry land, 
The languid ftranger feebly buds, and dies: 
Yet there's a clime where Virtue ſhall expand 
With godlike ſtrength beneath her native ſkies, 


The lonely ſhepherd on the mountain's fide, 
With patience waits the roſy opening day ; 

The mariner at midnight's darkſome tide, 
With chearful hope expects the morning ray, 


'Thus I, on Life's ſtorm beaten ocean toſt, 
In mental viſion view the happy ſhore, 
Where PoLL1o beckons to the peaceful coaſt, 


Where Fate and Death divide the friends no more, : 


Oh that ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, . 
Who now, perhaps, frequents this ſolemn groves 

Would tell the awful ſecrets of the Dead, 

And from my eyes the mortal film remove 


Vain 
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Vain is the wiſh—yet ſurely not in vain 
Man's boſom glows with that celeſtial fire, 

Which ſcorns earth's luxuries, which ſmiles at pain, 
And wings his ſpirit with ſublime deſire. 


To fan this ſpark of heaven, this ray divine, 

Still, oh my ſoul! ſüill be thy dear employ ; 

Still thus to wander thro? the ſhades be thine, 
And ſwell thy breaſt with viſionary joy. 


So to the dark-brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, 
In antient days, the holy Seers retir'd, 

And, led in viſion, drank at Siloe's fount, 
While riſing extaſies their boſoms fir d; 


Reſtor'd Creation bright before them roſe, 
The burning deſarts ſmiPd as Eden's plains, 
One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin choſe, 
The flowery mountain ſung, © MeMiah reigns * 


Tho? fainter raptures my cold breaſt inſpire, 
Yet, let me oft frequent this ſolemn ſcene, 
Oft to the abbey's ſhatter d walls retite, 
What time the moonſhine dimly gleams between. 


There, where the croſs in hoary ruin nods; 
And weeping yews o'erſhade the letter'd ſtones, 
While midnight ſilence wraps theſe drear abodes, 
And ſooths me wandering o'er my kindred bones, 
-D 2 


Let 
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Let kindled Fancy view the glorious morn, 
When from the burſting graves the juſt ſhall riſe, 
All Nature ſmiling, and by angels borne, 
Meſliah's crofs far blazing o'er the ſkies, 
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AN EPIST O C'U-RIO. 


BY DR. AK ENSID E. 


HRICE has the Spring beheld thy faded fame, 
And the fourth Winter riſes on thy ſhame, 
Since I exulting graſp'd the votive ſhell, 
In ſounds of triumph all thy praiſe to tell ; 
Bleſt could my ſkill through ages make thee ſhine, 
And proud to mix my memory with thine. 
But now the cauſe that wak'd my ſong before, 
With praiſe, with triumph crowns the toil no more. 
If to the glorious man, whoſe faithful cares, 
Nor quell'd by malice, nor relax'd by years, 
Had aw'd Ambition's wild audacious hate, 
And dragg'd at length Corruption to her fate ; 
If every tongue its large applauſes ow'd, 
And well-earn'd laurels every Muſe beſtow'd ; 
If public juſtice urg'd the high reward, 
And Freedom ſmil'd on the devoted bard ; 
Say 
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Say then, to him whoſe levity or luſt 

Laid all a people's gen'rous hopes in duſt ; 

Who taught Ambition firmer heights of pow'r, 

And ſav'd Corruption at her hopeleſs Pour; 

Does not each tongue its execrations owe ? 

Shall not each Muſe a wreath of ſhame beſtow ? 

And public juſtice ſanctify th award? 

And Freedom's hand protect th' impartial bard ? 
Yet long reluctant I forbore thy name, 

Long watch'd thy virtue like a dying flame, 


Hung o'er each glimm'ring ſpark with anxious eyes, 


And wiſh'd and hop'd the light again would riſe, 
But fince thy guilt ſtill more intire appears, 
Since no art hides, no ſuppoſition clears ; 
Since vengeful Slander now too ſinks her blaſt, 
And the firſt rage of party-hate is paſt ; 
Calm as the Judge of Truth, at length I come 
To weigh thy merits, and pronounce thy doom : 
So may my truſt from all reproach be free, 
And Earth and Time confirm the fair decree. 

There are who ſay they view'd without amaze 
Thy fad reverſe of all thy former praiſe ; 
That thro? the pageants of a patriot's name, 
They pierc'd the foulneſs of thy ſecret aim ; 
Or deem'd thy arm exalted but to throw 
The public thunder on a private foe. 
But I, whoſe ſoul conſented to thy cauſe, 
Who felt thy genius Ramp its own applauſe, 
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.Who ſaw the ſpirits of each glorious age 
Move in thy boſom and direct thy rage; 

J ſcorn'd th* ungen'rous gloſs of ſlaviſh minds, 
The owl-ey'd race, whom Virtue's luſtte blinds. 
Spite of the learned in the ways of Vice, 


And all who prove that each man has his price, 


I ſtill believ'd thy end was juſt ang free ; . 
And yet, ev'n yet believe it — ſpite of thee, 
Ev'n tho' thy mouth impure has dar'd diſclaim, 


Urg'd by the wretched i impotence of ſhame, 


Whatever filial cares, thy zeal had paid 


To laws infirm and liberty decay'd ; 


Has begg'd Ambition to forgive the ſhow ; 

Has told Corruption thou wert ne'er her foe ; ; 
Has boaſted in thy country's awful ear, 

Her groſs deluſion when ſhe held thee 2 . 
How tame ſhe follow'd thy tempeſtuous call, 
And heard thy pompous tales and truſted A 
Riſe from your ſad abodes, ye curſt of old 

For laws ſubverted and for cities ſold ! _ 

Paint all the nobleſt trophies of your guilt, 

The oaths you perjur'd :.ad the blood you ſpilt; 


Yet muſt you one untempted vileneſs own, 


One dreadful palm reſerv'd for him alone: 
With ſtudied arts his country's praiſe to ſpurn, 
To beg the infamy he did not earn, 

To challenge hate when honour was his due, 


And plead his crimes where all his virtue knew, 


Do 


E 
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Do robes of ſtate the guarded heart incloſe 

From each fair feeling human nature knows ? 

Can pompous titles ſtun th' inchanted ear 

To all that reaſon, all that ſenſe would hear? 

Elſe could'ſt thou e'er deſert thy ſacred poſt, 

In ſuch unthankful baſeneſs to be loſt ? 
Elſe could'ſt thou wed the emptineſs of vice, 

And yield thy glories at an idiot's price? 

When they who loud for liberty and laws, 

In doubtful times had fought their country's cauſe, 

When now of conqueſt and dominion ſure, 

They ſought alone to hold their fruits ſecure; 

When taught by theſe, Oppreſſion hid the face 

To leave Corruption ſtronger in her place, 

By ſilent ſpells to work the public fate, | 

And taint the vitals of the paſſive ſtate, 

Till healing wiſdom ſhould avail no more, 

And Freedom lothe to tread the poiſon'd ſhore ; 

Then, like ſome guardian god that flies to ſave 

The weary pilgrim from an inſtant grave, 

Whom ſleeping and ſecure, the guileful ſnake 

Steals near and nearer thro” the peaceful brake; 

Then Cur 10 roſe to ward the public woe, 

To wake the heedleſs and incite the flow, 

Againſt corruption liberty to arm, 

And quell th' enchantreſs by a mightier charm, 

Swift o'er the land the fair contagion flew, | | 
And with thy country's hopes thy honours grew, | 
D 4 Thee, 
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Thee, Patriot, the patrician roof confeſs'd : 
Thy pow'rful voice the reſcu'd merchant bleſs'd ; 
Of thee with awe the rural hearth reſounds ; 
The bowl to thee the grateful ſailor crowns ; - 
Touch'd in the ſighing ſhade with manlier fires, 
To trace thy ſteps the love-ſick youth aſpires ; 
The learn'd recluſe, who oft amaz'd had read 
Of Græcian heroes, Roman Patriots dead, p 
With new amazement hears a living name 
Pretend to ſhare in ſuch forgotten fame; 
And he who, ſcorning courts and courtly ways, 
Left the tame track of theſe dejected days, 
The life of nobler ages to renew 
In virtues ſacred from a monarch's view, 
Rouz'd by thy labours from the bleſt retreat, 
Where ſocial eaſe and public paſſions meet, 
| Again aſcending treads the civil ſcene, 
1 To act and be a man, as thou had'ſt been. 
Thus by degrees thy cauſe ſuperior grew, 
And the great end appear'd at laſt in view: 
We heard the people in thy hopes rejoice ; 
We ſaw the ſenate bending to thy voice; 
The friends of freedom haild th' approaching reign 
Of laws for which our fathers bled in vain ; 
While venal Faction, ftruck with new diſmay, 
Shrunk at their frown, and ſelf-abandon'd lay. 
Wak'd in the hock, the PuBL1c Genivs roſe, 
Abaſn'd and keener from his long repoſe ; | 


Sublime 
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Sublime in ancient pride, he rais'd the ſpear 
Which ſlaves and tyrants long were wont to fear : 
The city felt his call: from man to man, 

From ſtreet to ſtreet the glorious horror ran; 


Each crouded haunt was ſtirr'd beneath his pow'r, 


And murmuring, challeng'd the deciding hour. 
Lo! the deciding hour at laſt appears ; 

'The hour of every freeman's hopes and fears ! 

Thou, Genius! guardian of the Roman name, 

O ever prompt tyrannic rage to tame 

Inſtruct the mighty moments as they roll, 

And guide. each movement ſteady to the goal, 

Ye ſpirits, by whoſe providential art . 

Succeeding motives turn the changeful heart, 

Keep, keep the beſt in view to Cur1o's mind, 

And watch his fancy, and his paſſions bind ! 

Ye ſhades immortal, who, by Freedom led, 

Or in the field, or on the ſcaffold bled, 

Bend from your radiant ſeats a joyful eye, 

And view the crown of all your labours nigh. 

See Freedom mounting her eternal throne |! 

The ſword ſubmitted, and the laws her own : 

See! public Pow'r chaſtis'd beneath her ſtands, 

With eyes intent, and uncorrupted hands ! 

See private life by wiſeſt arts reclaim'd ! 

See ardent youth to nobleſt manners fram'd ! 

See us acquire whate'er was ſought by you, 

If Curio, only Cur10 will be true, 


"Twas 
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"Twas then — O Shame! O Truſt, how ill repaid! 


O Latium, oft by faithleſs ſons betray'd ! 


"Twas then —— What frenzy on thy reaſon ſtole ? 


What ſpells unſinew'd thy determin'd ſoul ? 


As this the man in Freedom's cauſe approy'd ? 


The man ſo great, ſo honour'd, fo belov'd? 

This patient ſlave by tinſel chains allur'd ? 

This wretched ſuitor for a boon abjur'd ? 

This Cur10, hated and defpis'd by all? 

Who fell himſelf, to work his country'd fall? 
O, loſt alike to aftion and repoſe ! 

Unknown, unpitted in the worſt of woes! 

With all that conſcious, undiſſembled pride, 

Sold to the inſults of a foe defy'd ! 

With all that habit of familiar fame, 

Doom'd to exhauſt the dregs of life in ſhame ! 

The ſole ſad refuge of thy baffled art, 

To act a ſtateſman's dull, exploded part, 

Renounce the praiſe no longer in thy power, 

Diſplay thy virtue, though without a dow'r, 

Contemn the giddy crowd; the vulgar wind, 

And ſhut thy eyes that dthers may be blind. 

Forgive me, Romans, that J bear to ſmile 

When ſhameleſs mouths your majelty defile, 

Paint you a thoughtleſs, frantic, headlong crew, 

And caſt their own impieties on you. 

For witneſs, Freedom, to whoſe ſacred pow'r 

My ſoul was vow'd from reaſon's earlieſt hour, 


How 
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Haw have I flood exulting to ſurvey - 
My country's vartues opening in thy ray! 
How, with the ſons of every foreign ſhore 
'The more I match'd them, honour'd her's the more! 
O race erect! whoſe native ſtrength of ſoul, 
Which kings, nor prieſts, nor ſordid laws controul, 
Burſts the tame round of animal affairs, 
And ſeeks a nobler center for its cares; 5 
Intent the laws of life to comprehend, 
And fix dominion's limits by its end. 
Who bold and equal in their love or hate, 
By conſcious reaſon Judging every ſtate, 
The Man forget not, tho' in rags he lies, 
And know the mortal thro' a crown's diſguiſe : : 
Thence prompt alike with witty ſcorn to view 
Faſtidious graudeur lift his ſolemn brow, 
Or all awake at Pity's ſoft command, 
Bend the mild ear, and ſtretch the gracious hand ; 
Thence large of heart, from envy far remov'd, 
When public toils to virtue ſtand approv'd, 
Not the young lover fonder to admire, 
Nor more indulgent the delighted fire ; 
Yet high and jealous of their freeborn name, 
Fierce as the flight of Jove's deſtroying flame, 
Where'er oppreſſion works her wanton ſway, 
Proud to confront and dreadful to repay. 
But if to purchaſe Cur10's ſage applauſe, 
My country muſt with him renounce her cauſe, 


Quit 
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Quit with a ſlave the path a patriot trod, 
Bow the meek knee, and kiſs the regal rod ; 
Then ſtill, ye pow'rs, inſtruC his tongue to rail, 
: Nor let his zeal, nor let his ſubje& fail: 
Elſe, ere he change the ſtyle, bear me away L 
To where the Gracchi i, where the Bruti ſtay! 
O long rever'd, and late reſign'd to ſhame! 
If this uncourtly page thy notice claim 
When the loud cares of bus'neſs are withdrawn, 
Nor well-dreſt beggars round thy footſteps fawn ; 
In that ſtill, thoughtful, ſolitary hour, 
When Truth exerts her unreſiſted pow'r, 
Breaks the falſe optics ting'd with fortune's glare, 
Unlocks the breaſt, and lays the paſſions bare : 
Then turn thy eyes on that important ſcene, 
_ = And aſk thyſelf—if all be well within. 
15 Where is the heart-felt worth and weight of ſoul, 
Which labour cou'd not ſtop, nor fear controul ? 
| Where the known dignity, the ſtamp of awe, 
| - Which, half abaſh'd, the proud and venal ſaw ? 
1 Where the calm triumphs of an honeſt cauſe ? 
Where the delightful taſte of juſt applauſe ? 
Where the ſtrong reaſon, the commanding tongue, 
On which the ſenate fir'd or trembling hung? 


i The two brothers, Tiberius and Caius Gracchus loſt their lives in at- Pe 

tempting to introduce the only regulation that could give ſtability and good W 
order to the Roman Republic, L. Jun. Brutus founded the commonwealth, 

and died in its defence. 
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All vaniſh'd, all are ſold And in their room, 
Couch'd in thy boſom's deep, diſtracted gloom, 
See the pale form of barb'rous grandeur dwell, 
Like ſome grim idol in a ſorc'rer's cell! 
To her in chains thy dignity was led ; 
At her polluted ſhrine thy honour bled ; 
With blaſted weeds thy awful brow ſhe crown'd, 
Thy pow'rful tongue with porſon'd, philters bound, 
That baffled reaſon ſtraight indignant flew, 
And fair perſuaſion from her ſeat withdrew : 
For now no longer truth ſupports thy cauſe ; 
No longer glory prompts thee to applauſe ; 
No longer virtue breathing in thy breaſt, 
With all her conſcious majeſty confeſt, 
Still bright and brighter wakes th' almighty flame, 
To rouſe the feeble, and the wilful tame, 
And where ſhe ſees the catching glimpſes roll, 
Spreads the ſtrong blaze, and all involves the ſoul ; 
But cold reſtraints thy conſcious fancy chill, 
And formal paſſions mock thy ſtruggling will; 
Or if thy Genius e' er forget his chain, 
And reach impatient at a nobler ſtrain, 
Soon the ſad bodings of contemptuous mirth 
Shoot thro? thy breaſt, and ſtab the generous birth, 
Till blind with ſmart, from truth to frenzy tolt, 
And all the tenor of thy reaſon loſt, 
Perhaps thy anguiſh drains a real tear ; 
While ſome with pity, ſome with laughter hear, 

— Can 
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—Can art, alas! or genius guide the head; 
Where truth and freedom from the heart are fled f 
Can leſſer wheels repeat their native ſtroke, 
When the prime function of the ſoul is broke? 

But come, unhappy man ! thy fates impend ; 
Come, quit thy friends; if yet thou haſt a friend 
Turn from the poor rewards of guilt like thine, 
Renounce thy titles, and thy robes reſign ; 
For ſee the hand of deftiny difplay'd 
To ſhut thee from the joys thou haſt betray'd! 
See the dire fane of Infamy ariſe ! 
Dark as the grave, and ſpacicus as the ſkies ; 
Where from the firſt of time, thy kindred train; 
The chicfs and princes of th* unjuſt remain. 
Eternal barriers guard the pathleſs road 
To warn the wand'rer of the curſt abode 
But prone as whirlwinds ſcour the paſſive ſky, 
The heights ſurmounted, down the ſteep they fly: 
There, black with frowns, releatleſs Time awaits} 
And goads their footſteps to the guilty gates; 
And {till he aſks them of their unknown aims, 
Evolves their ſecrets, and their guilt proclaims z 
And Kill his hands deſpoil them on the road 
Of each vain wreath, by lying bards beſtow'd, 
Break their proud marbles, cruſſi their feſtal cars; 
And rend the lawleſs trophies of their wars. 
At laſt the gates his potent voice obey; 
Fierce to their dark abode he drives his prey, 
; Where 


Where 
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Where ever arm'd with adamantine chains, 
The watchful dæmon o'er her vaſſals reigns, 
O'er mighty names and giant-pow'rs of luſt, 
The Great, the Sage, the Happy, and. Auguſt*, 
No gleam of hope their baleful manſion cheers, 
No ſound of honour hails their unbleſt ears; 
But dire reproaches from, the friend betray'd, 
The childleſs fire And violated maid ; 
But vengeful vows for guardian laws cffac'd, 
rom towns inſlav'd and continents laid waſte ; 
But long Poſterity's united groan, 
nd the ſad charge of horrors not their own, 
For ever thro” the trembling ſpace reſound, 
ind fink each impious forehead to the ground. 
Ye mighty foes of liberty and reſt, 
ive way, do homage to a mightier gueſt! 
e daring ſpirits of the Roman race, 
zee CuR10's toil your proudeſt claims eſface! 
Aw'd at the name, fierce | Appius riſing bends, 
und hardy Cinna from his throne attends ; 
He comes, they cry, to whom the fates aſſign'd 
With ſurer arts to work what we deſign'd, 


en. 


* Titles which have been generally aſcribed to the moſt pernicious of 


Appius Claudius the Decemvir, and L. Cornelius Cinna both attempted 
eſtabliſh a ty rannical dominion in Rome, and both perith'd by the treaſon, 
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* From year to year the ſtubborn herd to ſway, 

« Mouth all their wrongs, and all their rage obey ; 

« Till own'd their guide and truſted with their -pow'r; 

«© He mock'd their hopes in one deciſive hour: 

© Then tir'd and yielding, led them to the chain, 

4 And quench'd the ſpirit we provok'd in vain.” 
But thou, ſupreme, by whoſe eternal hands 

Fair Liberty's heroic empire ſtands ; 

Whoſe thunders the rebellious deep controul, 

And quell the triumphs of the traitors ſoul, 

O turn this dreadful omen far away! 

On Freedom's foes their own attempts repay ; 

Relume her ſacred fire ſo near ſuppreſt, | 

And fix her ſhrine in every Roman breaſt. 

Tho? bold Corruption boaſt around the land, 

« Let Virtue, if ſhe can, my baits withſtand !” 

Tho? bolder now ſhe urge th? accurſed claim, 

Gay with her trophies rais'd on Cur 10's ſhame ; 

Yet ſome there are who ſcorn her impious mirth, 

Who know what conſcience and a heart are worth: 

—O friend and father of the human mind, 

Whoſe art for nobleſt ends our frame deſign'd! 

If I, tho? fated to the ſtudious ſhade 

Which party-ſtrife nor anxious pow'r invade, 

If I aſpire in public virtue's cauſe, 

To guide the Muſes by ſublimer laws, 

Do thou her own authority impart, 

And give my numbers entrance o the heart, 
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Perhaps the verſe might rouſe her ſmother'd flame, 
And ſnatch the fainting patriot back to fame; 
Perhaps by worthy thoughts of human kind, 
To worthy deeds exalt the conſcious mind ; 


Or daſh Corruption in her proud career, 
And teach her ſlaves that Vice was born to fear. 
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BY THE SAME 


OO much my heart of beauty's power hath known, 
Too long to love hath reaſon left her throne ; 
Too long my genius mourn'd his myrtle chain, 
And three rich years of youth conſum'd in vain. 
My wiſhes, lull'd with ſoft inglorious dreams, 
Forgot the patriot's and the ſage's themes: 
Thro' each elyſian vale and fairy grove, 
Thro' all th' enchanted paradiſe of love. 
Miſled by ſickly hope's deceitful flame, 
Averſe to action and renouncing fame. 
At laſt the viſionary ſcenes decay, 
My eyes exulting, bleſs the new born day, 
Whoſe faithful beams detect the dangerous road 
In which my heedleſs feet ſecurely trod, 
And ſtrip the phantoms of their lying charms 
That lur'd my foul from wiſdom's peaceful arms. 
For ſilver ſtreams and banks beſpread with ſlow'rs, 
For moſſy couches and harmonious bowers 
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Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathleſs woods, 
And rocks hung dreadful o'er unfathom'd floods: 
For openneſs of heart, for tender ſmiles, 
Looks fraught with love, and wrath diſarming wiles, 
Lo! ſullen ſpight, and perjur'd luſt of gain, 
And cruel pride and crueler diſdain. 
Lo! cordial faith to ideot airs refin'd, 
Now coolly civil, now tranſporting kind, 
For graceful eaſe, lo ! affectation walks, 
And dull half ſenſe, for wit and wiſdom talks. 
New to each hour what low delight ſucceeds, 
What precious furniture of hearts and heads ! 
By nought their prudence, but by getting, known; 
And all their courage in deceiving ſhown. _ 

See next what plagues attend the lover's ſtate, 
What frightful forms of terror, ſcorn and hate ! 
See burning fury heaven and earth defy ! 
See dumb deſpair in icy fetters lie! 
See black ſuſpicion bend his gloomy brow, 
The hideous image of himſelf to view! 
And fond belief with all a lover's flame 
Sinks in thoſe arms that points his head with ſhame ! 
There wan dejection, fault'ring as he goes, 
In ſhades and filence vainly ſeeks repoſe ; 
Muſing thro? pathleſs wilds, conſumes the day, 
Then loſt in darkneſs weeps the hours away. 
Here the gay crowd of luxury advance, 
Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance 
On every head the roſy garland glows, 
In every hand the golden goblet flows. 
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The ſyren views them with exulting eyes, 
And laughs at baſhful virtue as ſhe flies. 
But ſee behind, where ſcorn and want appear, 
The grave remonſtrance and the witty ſneer. 
See fell remorſe in action, prompt to dart 
Her ſnaky poiſon thro? the conſcious heart. 
And ſloth. to cancel, with oblivious ſhame, 
The fair memorial of recording fame. 

Are theſe delights that one would wiſh to gain ; 
Is this th' elyſium of a ſober brain; 
To wait for happineſs in female ſmiles, 
Bear all her ſcorn, be caught with all her wiles, 
With prayers, with bribes, with lies her pity crave, 
Bleſs her hard bonds, and boaſt to be her ſlave ; 
To feel, for trifles, a diſtracting train 
Of hopes and terrors equally in vain ; 
This hour to tremble, and the next to glow, 
Can pride, can ſenſe, can reaſon ſtoop ſo low? 
When virtue, at an eaſier price, diſplays 
The ſacred wreaths of honourable praiſe; 
When wiſdom utters her divine decree, 
To laugh at pompous folly and be free. 

I bid adieu, then, to theſe woeful ſcenes ; | 
I bid adieu to all the ſex of queens; 
Adieu to every ſuffering, ſimple ſoul 
That let's a woman's will his eaſe controul. 
There laugh, ye witty, and rebuke, ye grave! 
For me, I ſcorn to boaſt that I'm a ſlave. 
I bid the whining brotherhood be gone. 
Joy to my heart! my wiſhes are my own |} 
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Farewel the female heaven, the female hell; 
To the great god of love a glad farewel. 

Is this the triumph of thy awful name? 

Are theſe the ſplendid hopes that urg'd thy aim, 
When firſt my boſom own'd thy haughty ſway ? 
When thus Minerva heard thee, boaſting, ſay, 

* Go, martial maid, elſewhere thy arts employ, 

& Nor hope to ſhelter that devoted boy. 
Go teach the ſolemn ſons of care and age, 
4 The penſive ſtateſman, and the midnight ſage ; 
« 'The young with me mult other leſſons prove, 
« Youth calls for pleaſure, pleaſure calls for love. 
„ Behold his heart thy grave advice diſdains, 
«© Behold I bind him in eternal chains.“ 
Alas! great love, how idle was the boaſt ! 
Thy chains are broken, and thy leſſons loſt. 
Thy wilful rage has tir'd my ſuffering heart, 
And paſſion, reaſon, forc'd thee to depart. 

But wherefore doſt thou linger on thy way ? 
Why vainly ſearch for ſome pretence to ſtay, 
When crowds of vaſlals court thy pleaſing yoke, 
And countleſs victims bow them to the ſtroke ? 
| Lo! round thy ſhrine a thouſand youths advance, 
Warm with the gentle ardors of romance ; 
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| Each longs t' aſſert thy cauſe with feats of arms, a 
3 And make the world confeſs Dulcinea's charms. | 
| Ten thouſand girls, with flow'ry chaplets crown'd, 


To groves and ſtreams thy tender triumph ſound ; 
Each 
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Each bids the ſtream in murmurs ſpeak her flame, 

Each calls the grove to ſigh her ſhepherd's name. 

But if thy pride ſuch caſy honour ſcorn, 

If nobler trophies muſt thy toil adorn, 

Behold yon flow'ry antiquated maid | 

Bright in the bloom of threeſcore years difplay'd ; 

Her ſhalt thou bind in thy delightful chains, 

And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins, 

Her froſty cheek with crimſon bluſhes dye, 

With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 
Turn then thy labours to the ſervile crowd, 

Entice the wary, and controul the proud ; 

Make the ſad miſer his beſt gains forego, 

The ſolemn ſtateſman ſigh to be a beau. 

The bold coquette with fondeſt paſſion burn, 

The bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn : 

And that chief glory of thy pow'r maintain, 

« To poiſe ambition in a female brain.“ 

Be theſe thy triumphs, but no more preſume 

That my rebellious heart will yield thee room. 

I know thy puny force, thy ſimple wiles ; 

I break triumphant thro” thy flimſy toils: 

I tze thy dying lamp's laſt languid glow, 

Thy arrows blunted, and unbrac'd ti y bow. 

I feel diviner fires my breaſt inflame, 

To active ſcience, and ingenuous fame: 

Reſume the paths my earlieſt choice began, 

Ard loſe, with pride, the lover in the man. 
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BY THE SAME, 


Hod filent power, whoſe welcome ſway 
Charms every anxious thought away; 
In whoſe divine oblivion drown'd, 
Sore pain and weary toil grew mild, 
Love is with kinder looks beguil'd, 
And grief forgets her fondly-cheriſt'd wound: 
O! whither haſt thou flown, indulgent god? 
God of kind ſhadows and of healing dews, 
O'er whom doſt thou extend thy magic rod ? 
Around what peaceful couch thy opiate airs diffuſe ? 


Lo, midnight from her ſtarry reign 
Looks awful down on earth and main. 
The tuneful birds lie huſh'd in ſleep, 
With all that crop the verdant food, 
With all that ſkim the cryſtal flood, 
Or haunt the caverns of the rocky ſteep. 
No ruſhing winds diſturb the tufted bowers; 
No wakeful ſound the moon- light valleys knows, 
Save where the brook its liquid murmur pours, 


And lulls the waving ſcene to more profound repoſe, 


O! let 
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O! let me not alone complain, 

Alone invoke thy power in vain! 

Deſcend, propitious, on my eyes ; 

Not from the couch that bears a crown, 

Not from the courtly ſtateſman's down, 
Nor where the miſer and his treaſure lies: 
Bring not the ſhapes that break the murderer's reſt, 
Nor thoſe the hireling ſoldier loves t) fee, 
Nor thoſe which -haunt the bigot's gloomy breaſt : 

Far be their guilty nights, and far their dreams from me ! 


Nor yet thoſe awful forms preſent, 

For chiefs and heroes only meant ; 

'The figur'd brafs, the choral ſong, 

The reſcu'd people's glad applauſe, 

The liſt'ning ſenate, and the laws 
Fix'd by the counſels of ® Timoleon's tongue, 
Are ſcenes too grand for fortune's private ways; 
And though they ſhine in youth's ingenuous view, 
The ſober gainful arts of modern days 

To ſuch romantic thoughts have bid a long adieu. 


m After Timoleon had delivered Syracuſe from the tyranny of Diony- 
fue, the people on every important deliberation ſent for him into the pub- 
lic aſſembly, aſked his advice, and voted according to it, 


Plutarch. 
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T aſk not, god of dreams thy care, 

To baniſh love's preſentments fair : 

Nor roſy cheek nor radiant eye 

Can arm him with ſuch influence bland 

That the young ſorcerer's fatal hand 
Should round my ſoul his pleaſing fetters tie. 
Nor yet the courtier's hope, the giving ſmile 
(A lighter phantom and a baſer chain) 
Did e'er in ſlumber my proud lyre beguile 

To lend the pomp of thrones her ill- according ſtrain, 


But, Morpheus, on thy balmy wing 

Such honourable viſions bring, 

As ſooth'd great Milton's injur'd age, 

When 1n prophetic dreams he ſaw ' 
[ The race unborn with pious awe 


| Imbibe each virtue from his heavenly page: / 
| Or ſuch as Mead's benignant fancy knows, ] 
| When health's deep treaſures, by his art explor'd, 8 
Have ſav'd the infant from an orphan's woes, 1 

Or to the treubling ire his age's hope reſtor'd. 8 
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OCCASIONED BY THE INSULTS OF THE SPANIARDS, AND 
THE PRESENT PREPARATIONS FOR WAR. | 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCXXXVIIIT, 


TY THE SAME 


HENCE this unwonted tranſport in my breaſt ? 
Why glow my thoughts, and whither would the muſe 
Aſpire with rapid wing ; Her country's cauſe 
Demands her efforts ; at that ſacred call 
She ſummons all her ardor, throws afide 
The trembling lyre, and with the warrior's trump 
She means to thunder in each Britiſh ear ; 
And if one ſpark of honour or of fame, 
Diſdain of inſult, dread of infamy, 
One thought of public virtue yet ſurvive, 
She means to wake it, rouſe the gen'rous flame, 
With patriot zeal inſpirit ev'ry breaſt, 
And fire each Britiſh heart with Britiſh wrongs. 
Alas, the vain attempt! what influence now 
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Can the muſe boaſt ? Or what attention now 

Is paid to fame or virtue? Where is now 

The Britiſh ſpirit, generous, warm and brave, 

So frequent wont from tyranny and woe 

To free the ſuppliant nations? Where, indeed! 

If that protection, once to ſtrangers giv'n, 

Be now with-held from ſons ? Each nobler thought 

That warm'd our fires, is loſt and buried now 

In luxury and av'rice. Baneful vice! 

How it unmans a nation! Yet I'll try, 

P11 aim to ſhake this vile degen'rate ſloth 

P11 dare to rouſe Britannia's dreaming ſons 

To fame, to virtue, and impart around 

A generous feeling of compatriot woes. | 
Come then the various powers of forceful ſpeech ! 

All that can move, awaken, fire, tranſport ; 

Come the bold ardor of the Theban bard ! 

Th' aroafing thunder of the patriot Greek! 

The ſoft perſuaſion of the Roman ſage ! 

Come all! and raiſe me to an equal height, 

A rapture worthy of my glorious cauſe ! 

Leſt my beſt efforts failing ſhould debaſe 

The ſacred theme ; for with no common wing 

The Mule attempts to ſoar. Vet what need theſe ? 

My country's fame, my free-born Britiſh heart 

Shall be my beſt inſpirers, raiſe my flight 

High as the Theban's pinion, and with more 

Than Greek or Roman flame exalt my foul. 


Oh! 
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Oh! could I give the vaſt ideas birth 

Expreſſive of the thoughts that flame within, 

No more ſhould lazy luxury detain 

Our ardent youth ; no more ſhould Britain's fons 
Sit tamely paſſive by, and careleſs hear 

The prayers, ſighs, groans, (immortal infamy !) 
Of fellow Britons, with oppreſſion ſunk, 

In bitterneſs of ſoul demanding aid, 

Calling on Britain, their dear native land, 

The land of Liberty; ſo greatly fam'd 

For juſt redreſs; the land ſo often dy'd 

With her beſt blood, for that arouſing cauſe, 
The freedom of her ſons ; thoſe ſons that now, 
Far from the manly bleſſings of her ſway, 

Drag the vile fetters of a Spaniſh lord. 

And dare they, dare the vanquiſh'd ſons of Spain 
Enſlave a Briton ? Have they then forgot, 

So ſoon forgot the great, th' immortal day, 
When reſcu'd Sicily with joy beheld 

The fwift-wing'd thunder of the Britiſh arm 
Diſperſe their navies ? When their coward bands 
Fled, like the raven from the bird of Jove, 
From ſwift impending vengeance fled in vain : 
Are theſe our lords? And can Pritannia fee 

Her foes oft vanquiſh'd, thus defy her pow'r, 
Inſult her ſtandard, and inſlave her ſons, 

And not ariſe to juſtice ? Did our fires, 

Unaw'd by chains, by exile, or by death, 


Preſerve 
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Preſerve inviolate her guardian rights, 

To Britons ever ſacred ! that their ſons 

Might give them up to Spaniards ? Turn your eyes, 
Turn ye degen'rate, who with haughty boaſt 

Call yourſelves Britons, to that diſmal gloom, 

That dungeon dark and deep, where never thought 
Of joy or peace can enter ; ſee the gates 
Harſh-creaking open ; what an hideous void, 

Dark as the yawning grave! while ſtill as death 

A frightful filence reigns : There on the ground 
Behoid your brethren chain'd like beaſts of prey : | 
There mark your num'rous glories, there behold | 
The look that ſpeaks unutterable woe; 
The mangled limb, the faint, the deathful eye 
With famine ſunk, the deep heart-burſting groan 
Suppreſs'd in filence ; view the loathſome food, 
Refus'd by dogs, and oh! the ſtinging thought ! 
View the dark $ yaniard glorying in their wrongs, 
The deadly prieſt triumphant in their woes, 

And thundering worſe damnation on their ſouls: 
While that pale form, in all the pangs of death, 
Too faint to ſpeak, yet eloquent of all 

His native Britath ſpirit yet untam'd, 

Raiſes his head, and with indignant frowns 

Of great defiance, and ſuperior ſcorn, 

Looks up and dies ——Oh! I am all on fire! 

But let me ſhare the theme, left future times 


Should bluſi to hear that either conquer'd Spain 
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Durſt 
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Durſt offer Britain ſuch outrageous wrong, 

Or Britain tamely bore it — | 
Deſcend ye guardian heroes of the land ! 

Scourges of Spain, deſcend ! Behold your ſons, 

See! how they run the ſame heroic race, 

How prompt, how ardent in their country's cauſe, 

How greatly proud t aſſert their Britiſh blood, 

And in their deeds reflect their fathers fame! 

Ah! would to heaven! ye did not rather fee 

How dead to virtue in the public cauſe ! 

How cold, how careleſs, how to glory deaf, 

They ſhame your laurels, and belye their birth ! 
Come, ye great ſpirits, Ca'endiſh, Rawleigh, Blake! 

And ye of later name your country's pride, 

Oh! come, diſperſe theſe lazy fumes of ſloth, 

Teach Britiſh hearts with Britiſh fires to glow ! 

In wakening whiſpers rouſe our ardent youth, 

Blazon the triumphs of your better days, 

Paint all the glorious ſcenes of rightful war, 

In all its ſplendors; to their ſwelling ſouls 

Say how ye bow'd the inſulting Spaniards pride, 

Say how ye thunder'd o'er their proſtrate heads, 

Say how ye broke their lines and fir'd their ports, 

Say how not death, in all its frightful ſhapes, 

Could damp your ſouls, or ſhake the great reſolve 

For Right and Britain: Then diſplay the joys 

The patriot's ſoul exalting, while he views 


Tranſported millions hail with loud acclaim _ 
Durſt The 
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The guardian of their civil, ſacred rights : 

How greatly welcome to the virtuous man 

Is death for others good ; the radiant thoughts 
That beam celeſtial on his paſling ſoul, \ 

Th' unfading crowns awaiting him above, 

Th' exalting plaudit of the great Supreme, 

Who in his actions with complacence views 

His own reflected ſplendor ; then deſcend, 

"Tho? to a lower, yet a nobler ſcene; 

Paint the juſt honours to his reliques paid, 

Shew grateful millions weeping o'er his grave; 
While his fair fame in each progreſſive age 

For ever brightens ; and the wiſe and good 

Of every land in univerſal choir 

With richeſt incenſe of undying praiſe 

His urn encircle, to the wondering world 

His num'rous triumphs blazon; while with awe, 
With filial rev'rence in his ſteps they tread, 

And copying every virtue, every fame, Wn 
Tranſplant his glories into ſecond life, WI” 
And, with unſparing hand, make nations bleſt x 
By his example. Vaſt immenſe rewards ! 

For all the turmoils which the virtuous mind 
Encounters here, Yet, Britons, are ye cold ? 
Yet deaf to glory, virtue, and the call 

Of your poor injur'd countrymen ? Ah! no, 

I ſee ye are not; ev'ry boſom glows 

With native greatneſs, and in all its ſtate 
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e Britiſh ſpirit riſes : Glorious change! 
Fame, Virtue, Freedom welcome! Oh! forgive 
he Muſe, that ardent in her ſacred cauſe | 
our glory queſtion'd: She beholds with joy 
She owns, ſhe triumphs in her wiſh'd. miſtake. 
See! from her ſea-beat throne in awful march 
Britannia tow'rs : upon her laurel creſt 

TT he plumes majeſtic nod; behold ſhe heaves 

er guardian ſhields, and terrible in arms 

or battle ſhakes her adamantine ſpear : 

oud at her foot the Britiſh lion roars, 

Frighting the nations; haughty Spain full ſoon 


Your country's daring champions: tell your foes, 
ell them in thunders o'er their proſtrate land 
Nou were not born for ſlaves : Let all your deeds 
dhew that the ſons of thoſe immortal men, 

he ſtars of ſhining ſtory, are not ſlow 

In virtue's path to emulate their fires, 

r aſſert their country's rights, avenge her ſons, 

7 nd hurl the bolts of juſtice on her foes, 


Phall hear and tremble. Go then, Britons, forth, 
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HYMN TO SCIENCE. 


BY THE $AME 


O Vite Philoſophia Dux! O Virtulis indagatriæ, expultrixq; 
Fitiorum.— Tu Crbes peperiſti; tu inventrix Legum, tt 
magifira Morum & Diſcipline fuiſti : Ad te confugimus, a 
te Opem petimus Cic. Tuſc. Vu, 


CIENCE ! thou fair effuſive ray 
From the great ſource of mental Day, 
Free, generous, and refin'd ! 
Deſcend with all thy treaſures fraught, 
Illumine each bewilder'd thought, 
And bleſs my lab'ring mind. 


But firſt with thy reſiſtleſs light, | 
Diſperſe thoſe phantoms from my ſight, 
"Thoſe mimic ſhades of thee : 
The ſcholiaſt's learning, ſorhiſt's cant, 
The viſionary bigot's rant, 
The monk's philoſophy. 


O! let 


— * 


O! let 
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O! let thy powerful charms impart 

The patient head, the candid heart, 
Devoted to thy ſway ; 

Which no weak paſſions e'er miſlead, 

Which ſtill with dauntleſs ſteps proceed 

Where Reaſon points the way. 


Give me to learn each ſecret cauſe ; 

Let Number's, Figure's, Motion's laws 
Reveal'd before me ſtand ; | 

Theſe to great Nature's ſcenes apply, 

And round the globe, and thro” the ſky, 
Diſcloſe her working hand. 


Next, to thy. nobler ſearch reſign'd, 
The buſy, reſtleſs, human mind 
Thro? ev'ry maze purſue ; 
Detect Perception where it lies, 
Catch the ideas as they riſe, 
And all their changes view. 


Say from what ſimple ſprings began 
The vaſt, ambitious thoughts of man 
Which range beyond controul ; 

Which ſeek Eternity to trace, 
Dive thro? th' infinity of ſpace, 
And ſtrain to graſp THE WHOLE, 


Vol. UI. F 


Her 


( 66 ) 


r ſecret ſtores let Memory tell, 
1d Fancy quit her fairy cell, 
In all her colours dreſt; 
While prompt her ſallies to controul, 
Reaſon, the judge, recalls the ſoul 
To Truth's ſevereſt teſt. 


Then launch thro' Being's wide extent; 

Let the fair ſcale, with juſt aſcent, 
And cautious ſteps, be trod; 

And from the dead, corporeal maſs, 

Thfo' each progreſſive order paſs 

To Inſtint, Reaſon, Goo. 


There, Science ! veil thy daring eye; 
Nor dive too deep, nor ſoar to high, 
In that divine abyſs ; 
To Faith content thy beams to lend, 
Her hopes t' aſſure, her ſteps befriend, 
And light her way to bliſs, 


Then downwards take thy flight agen, 
Mix with the policies of men, 

And ſocial Nature's ties: 
'The plan, the genius of each ſtate, 
Its intereit, and its powers relate, 

Its fortunes and its riſe. 


'Thro 
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Throꝰ private life purſue thy courſe, 
Trace every action to its ſource, 

And means and motives weigh : 
Put tempers, paſſions in the ſcale, 
Mark what degrees in each prevail; 
And fix the doubtful ſway. 


That laſt, beſt effort of thy {kill, 

To form the life, and rule the will, 
Propitious pow'r! impart ; 

Teach me to cool my paſſions fires, 

Make me the judge of my deſires, 
The maſter of my heart. 


Raiſe me above the vulgar's breath, 


Purſuit of fortune, fear of death, 
And all in life that's mean. 

Still true to reaſon be my plan, 

Still let my actions ſpeak the man, 
'Thro? every various ſcene. 


Hail ! queen of manners, light of truth ; 

Hail! charm of age, and guide of youth 
Sweet refuge of diſtreſs : 

In buſineſs, thou! exact, polite ; 

Thou giv'ſt Retirement its delight, 


Proſperity its grace. 
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Of wealth, pow'r, freedom, thou! the caufe ; 
Foundreſs of order, cities, laws, 

Of arts inventreſs, thou! 
Without thee, what were human kind ? 


Their joys how mean! how few! 


Sun of the ſoul? thy beams unveil ! 

Let others ſpread the daring fail, 
On Fortune's faithleſs ſea : 

While undeluded, happier I 

From the vain tumult timely fly, 
And fit in peace with Thee. 
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How vaſt their wants, their thoughts how blind ! 
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ODE TO THE MUSE. 


BY JAMES SCOTT, M. A. 


EXLLELALILELLERLELELLEX 


FELLOW OF TRINITY COLLEGE CAMBRIDGE, | 


1. 1. 
ET once more, ſweeteſt Queen of Son 
Thy humble ſuppliant lead along, 

Thro' Fancy's flow'ry plains : 
Oh bear me to th' ideal grove, 
Where hand in hand the Graces rove, 
And ſooth me with ſeraphic ſtrains ! 
"Tis thine, harmonious maid, to cull 
Delicious balm to heal our cares; 
Tis thine to take the priſon'd ſoul, 
And lap it in Elyſian airs ; 


While quick as thought at thy divine command 
The realms of grace, and harmony expand, 


LS - 
And lo before my raviſht eyes 
The viſionary ſcenes ariſe ! 
I hear the tender lute complain, 
While Sappho breathes her am'rous pain; 
(O guard me from ſuch fierce deſires, | 
Thou God of Raptures, God of Fires!) 
- 


I hear 
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T hear Anacreon's honey'd tongue 
To love and wine repeat the ſong ; 
His flight ſublime the Theban ſwan prepares, 
And louder muſic wakes the wond'ring mY 
3 
But hark how ſweet the numbers ſwell, 
While Homer waves his ſoul-enchanting wand! 
Entranc'd the liſt'ning Paſſions ſtand, 
Charm'd with the magic of. his ſhell. 
Whether to arms his trump reſounds, 
The heart with martial ardour boynds ; 
Or ſprightly themes his hand employ, 
Inſtant we catch the ſpreading joy; 
Or when in notes majeſtic, deep, and flow, 
He bids the ſolemn ſtreams of ſorrow flow, 
Amaz'd we hear the ſadly-pleaſing ſtrain, - 
While tender anguiſh ſteals thro? ev'ry vein, 
II. 1, 
Father of verſe, whoſe eagle- flight 
Fatigues the gazer's aching fight, 
And ſtrains th' aſpiring mind; 
Teach me thy wond'rous heights to view, 
With trembling wing thy ſteps purſue, 
And leave the leſs'ning world behind. 
Fond, fooliſh wiſh Can human eyes 
The rapid arrow's track deſcry ? 
Can groſs Mortality ariſe, 
And ſpring beyond the vaulted ſky ? 


Loft 
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Loſt is the momentary path, and bound 
By cum'brous chains we creep along the ground! 
II. 2. 
Yet ſome there are with pow'r endow'd 
To ſoar above the groveling crowd ; 
By thee, fair Fancy, rapt'rous maid, 
By thee, O ſweet Enthuſiaſt, led, 
Sublime beyond the milky way 
With ſtrong ſeraphic plumes they ſtray; 
Or pierce within the ſacred ſhade, 
| Where Nature's plaſtic forms are laid ; 
Then ſtrike with daring hands the magic ſtrings, 
And warm to life a new creation ſprings. 
| IL 3. 
Hail choſen few, whoſe happier birth 
The Muſe beheld, and bad your due feet climb 
Fame's ſlipp'ry hill, and paths ſublime, 
Untrod by vulgar ſons of earth ! 
When virtue droops all fick and pale, 
In bleak Misfortune's deſart vale, 
*T'is your's to ſteal away her care, 
And ſoftly ſooth the penſive fair: 
"Tis your's to cull, from fancy's fairy ſtores, 
The brighteſt gems, and ſweeteſt-breathing flow'rs, 
Then bind with Dædal art ſuch wreaths divine, 
As bloom ſecure on truth's immortal ſhrine. 


; F 4 III. I, 
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Haſte then !—for ſoft Eteſian gales 
Supply the ® Pilot's welcome fails, 

And waft him o'er the main; 
And gentle ſhow'rs, the daughters fair 
Of pregnant clbuds, and balmy air, 
Rejoice the faint, and thirſty plain: 
Oh haſte, your ſweeteſt numbers ſhed, 
Fraught with the genial dew of praile, 
On Glory's fav'rite fons, who tread 
Unweary'd danger's thorny maze ; | 

Who tear freſh laurels from War's ghaſtly brow, 


Or ſteer the ſtedfaſt bark, tho? tides of faction flows 


| III. 2. 

But, O ye delegates of Jove, 

Sent from the ſtarry realms above 

To guard the clime, with dragon-eyes, 

Where all the Muſes treaſures riſe, 

Should Gothic ignorance invade 

With lawleſs foot the virgin ſhade, 

And. too incontinent preſume 

Raſhly to pluck the golden bloom; 
Wide wave the flaming fword, and ſend, O ſend 
Your brighteſt ſhafts to quell the Stygian fiend ! 


N Pind. Oavu, Ic. 
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3. With 
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e. 
With holy dread, ye guardians of her ſtore, 
Fulfil your charge, nor too profuſe of praiſe 
Embalm, with her immortal lays, ; 
The carion-corps of pride, or pow'r! 

Let dulneſs her vain favours ſhed 
On ſmiling Folly's kindred head; 

Or Vice, in-tinſel trappings dreſt, 
Promote the wreteh who flatters beſt ; 


Diſdain the crew !—And in ſome diſtant grove, 

To worth afflicted, friendleſs raiſe your voice; 

So ſhall the Muſe your honeſt ſongs approve, 

And deathleſs Fame reward your uncorrupted choice ! 


SSssssssssssasssssssssss 


ODE TO FRIENDSHIP. 


BY THE SAME. 


J. 
OME, gentle pow'r, from whom aroſe 
Whate'er life's chequer'd ſcenes adorns ; 
From whom the living current flows 
Whence Science fills her various urns : 
Sacred to thee, yon marble dome, 
O Goddeſs, rears it's awful head, | 
Fraught with the ſtores of Greece and Rome, 
With gold, and glowing gems inlaid ; 


E 


Where Art by thy command hath fix her ſeat, 
And ev'ry Muſe, and ey'ry Grace retreat. 
| II. 

For erſt mankind, a ſavage race, 

As lawleſs robbers rang'd the woods, 

And choſe, when weary'd with the chace, 

Midſt rocks, and caves, their dark abodes; 

Till Friendſhip, thy perſuaſive ſtrains, 

Pow'rful as Orpheus” magic ſong, 

Re-echo'd thro” the ſqualid plains 

And drew the brutiſh herd along: 
Loſt in ſurpriſe thy pleaſing voice they own'd, 
Choſe ſofter arts, and poliſh'd at the ſound, 


III. 
Then Pity firſt her ſacred flame 
£ Within their frozen boſoms rais'd ; T. 
| Tho? faint the ſpark, when Friendſhip came, A: 


* When Friendſhip wav'd her wing it blaz'd, 
| Twas then firſt heav'd the ſocial ſigh, 
'The focial tear began to flow ; 
They felt a ſympathetic joy, 
And learnt to melt at others“ woe: 
By juſt degrees Humanity reſin'd, 
And Virtue fix'd her empire in the mind. 


7. - 
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IV. 
O Goddeſs, when thy form appears, 
Revenge and Rage, and Faction ceaſe, Bu 
The foul no fury-paſhon tears, Bel 


But all is harmony, and peace. 
Aghaſt 
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Aghaſt the purple o tyrant ſtood, - 
With awe beheld thy glowing charms, 
Forgot the-curſed thirſt of blood, 
And long'd to graſp thee in his arms ; 
Felt in his breaſt unuſual ſoftneſs riſe, 
And, deaf before, heard Pity's moving cries. 
V. 
Is there a wretch in Sorrow's ſhade, 
Who waſtes in tears life's ling'ring hours? 
Is there, on whoſe devoted head 
Her vengeful curſes Ate pours ? 
See to their aid fair Friendſhip flies, 
Their ſorrows ſympathetic feels, 
With lenient hand her balm applies, 
And ev'ry grief indulgent heals : 
The woe-fraught fiends before her ſtalk away, 
As ſpectres ſhun the flaming eye of day. | 
VI, 
Oh for a faithful, honeſt friend, 
To whom I ev'ry care could truſt, 
Each weakneſs of my ſoul commend, 
Nor fear him treach'rous, or unjuſt ! 
Drive Flatt'ry's ſummer-train away. 
Thoſe buſy, curious, flutt'ring things, 
That inſe&-like, in Fortune's ray, 
Baſk, and expand their gaudy wings: 
But ah when once the tranſient gleam is o'er, 
Behold the change !—They die, and are no more. 


© Alluding to the ſtory of Damen and Pythias. 
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SENT TO MISS B=— WITH A SET OF COLOURS, 
BY THE S AM E. 
82 
O, bleſſed tints, to Delia go, 
Her magic hand employ ! 
By her arrang'd in beauteous ſhew, 
Your pow'rs, that now unnotic'd lie, 
Shall ſpring to light, and charm the eye, 
2 
Before creation's infant day, 
How rude was Nature's face ! 
In heaps the jarring atoms lay, 
Earth, water, fire one common place 
Mantain'd—an undiſtinguiſh'd mals ; 
1 
Till at the voice of god-like Love, 
« Ariſe ye more than dead.“ 
Th' enliven'd heap began to move, 
The ſun uprear'd his golden head, 
| And darkneſs, and confuſion fled, 
| | IV. 
Then firſt the high-aſpiring air 
5 Ihe pow'rful word obey'd; 
| The valleys ſunk, and freſh, and fair 
The ſtreams in winding channels ſtray'd, 


And mountains ſtretch'd their ſylvan ſhade, 
V. Thus, 


(77) 
| V. 
Thus, Delia, ſprang this beauteous All, | 
The wonder of the eyes: 4 
And thus, at thy creative call, 
Shall mimic ſcenes of nature riſe, 
From theſe confus'd diſorder'd dyes. 
VI. | 
Ev'n now the ſhadowy forms appear! 
The waving groves aſpire, 
The lawns their vivid garments wear, 
And now approach, and now retire, 
As blended light, and ſhade conſpire. 
VI. 
What lively groups of herds, and flocks, 
The various landſcape fill ? 
Here ſhagged trees, and pendent rocks, 
There ſwells the juſtly-ſloping hill, 
And murmurs many a limpid rill. 
VIII. 
But lo her imitative hand 
Fair Flora's realm invades ! 
The roſes bluſh, the vi'lets ſtand 
Array'd in blue, that never fades, 
And lovelier lilies lift their heads, 
IX. | 
In vain the Winter's killing glooms ' 
Deſpoil th' enamel'd ground; | 
For ſtill the little harebel blooms, 
For ſtill the pancies all around, 
Spring's gentle progeny, abound. 


(98 7” 
| X. 
Proceed, O all-accompliſht Fair, 
Bid nobler ſcenes ariſe ! | 
O trace the bleſſed Virgin's air, 
Her folded hands, projected eyes, 
And looks commercing with the ſkies.” 
XI. 
"Tis done! — What unexpreflive zeal 
The holy portrait ſhews ! 
Such as enraptur'd Seraphs feel, 
Or ſuch as Texr1ck's boſom knows, 
When heav'n-inſpir'd the preacher glows. 


xIl. $ 
Delia, the Graces? darling care, A 
Whate'er thy ſoul defign'd, 


Whate'er is beauteous, great, and fair, 
Tranſplanted to thy draughts we find, 
The lovely image of thy lovelier mind ! 
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BY THE SAME. 


I. 
HY, gentle God, this long delay, 
Since Night, and careleſs Quiet 3 1 
Oh hither take thy ſilent way, 
And ſooth, ah ſooth my wakeful pains ! 
So ſhall my hands for thee the wreath entwine, 
And ſtrew freſh poppies at thy votive ſhrine. 
II. 
When from the North all wan, and pale, 
The ſun withdraws his chearful light, 
And arm'd with whirlwind, froſt, and hail, 
The big clouds bring the half year's night, 
Quick to their caves the ſhiv'ring natives tend, 
And hear without the ratt'ling ſtorms deſcend, 
III. 
Then ſtretcht along the ſnaggy bed 
To thee, indulgent Pow'r, they cry; 
Borne on thy wings, with happier ſpeed, 
'The leaden-footed moments fly ; 
While Fancy paints Spring's viſionary ſtores, 
And calls the diſtant ſun to wake the ſlumb'ring flow'rs. 
KE IV. Nor 
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IV. 

Nor yet is Sleep's ſupreme command 
Confin'd to theſe cold dreary plains, 
O'er ſultry Lybia's boiling ſand 
This univerſal monarch reigns ; 

And where with heat the ſable Indians glow, 

While ſtreams of light thro” pureſt ther flow, 

V. 
Weary and faint the duſky ſlaves 
From cold Potoſi's mines retire, 
From rugged rocks, and darkling caves, 
When ſcarce the panting lungs reſpire: 
To Citron ſhades they take their penſive way, 
Where bath'd in od'rous winds their liſtleſs limbs they lay. 
: VI. 
The tyrant's voice, the galling chain, 
Th' uplifted ſcourge no more they fear, 
Deep ſlumbers drown the ſenſe of pain; 
And floating thro? the peopled air 
Ideal forms in pleaſing order riſe, 
And bright illuſions ſwim before their eyes, 
| VIE. 
Now Orellana's foaming tide 
With pliant arms they ſeem to cleave ; 
And now the light canoe to guide 
Acroſs Muenca's glaſſy wave; 
Or chaſe in jocund troops the ſavage prey, 


WI 
Or 


Thro' woods impervious to the ſolar ray. | ng g 
VIII. Some wah 

— * 

Peru 
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Some 


Some gentle youth, by love betray'd, 
Recalls the joys he felt of old, 
When wand'ring with his ſable maid 
Thro' groves of vegetable gold, 
He claſp'd her yielding to his raptur'd breaſt, 
And free from guile his honeſt ſoul expreſt. 
| IX. 
Sleep on, much-injur'd hapleſs ſwain, 
Nor wake thy cruel fate to moan, 
To curſe th' inſatiate thirſt of gain, 
And proud Iberia's ? bloody ſon ! 
Old India's genius wept o'er millions ſlain, 
And ſtreams of gore ran foaming to the main, 
h þ 
But why to tragic ſcenes like theſe, 
| Wilt thou, my reſtleſs fancy, rove ? 
Bear me to climes of downy eaſe, 
To climes that ſleep, and filence love: 
Whether the ſhades of Lemnos moſt invite, 
Or dark Cimmerian caves the ſtill abode of night, 
| XI. 
Fond fables all The partial God 
Is flown to Belgia's drowzy plains, 
There waves his Lethe-ſprinkled rod, 
And link'd with kindred Dulneſs reigns: 
Midſt ſtagnant pools, the Bittern's ſafe retreat, 
Beſet with oſiers dank behold his. gloomy ſeat ! 


Hernando Cortez, See the Hiſtory of the Conqueſt of Mexico and 
Peru by the Spaniards. 


Vol. III, G XII. His 
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XII. 

His dwelling is a ſtrau- built ſhed, 

Safe from the ſun's too curious eye, 

A yew-tree rears its blighted head, 

And frogs and rooks are croaking nigh : 
Thro' many a chink the hollow murm'ring breeze 
Sounds like the diſtant hum of ſwarming bees, 

| XIII. 

And more to feed his ſlumbers ſoft, 

And lull him in his ſenfeleſs ſwoon, 

The hard rain beats upon the loft, 

And ſwiftly-trickling tumbles down : 

All livelier, ruder ſounds are baniſh'd far, 
The lute's ſhrill voice, and brazen throat of war, 
XIV. 
Hence let me woo thee, God of eaſe, 
Ah leave thy fav'rite haunt awhile, 
And bid the midnight hours to pleaſe, 
And bid the midnight gloom to ſmile ! 
Oh come, and o'er my weary limbs diffuſe 
The {lumb*rous weight of ſweet oblivious dews ! 
„ 
Bring too thy ſoft enchanting dreams, 
Such as enamour'd Petrarch knew, 
When ſtretch'd by Sorgia's gentle ſtreams | Fro: 
| Fair Laura's form his fancy drew: Whe 
<0 Oh 2 he woos the ſoul-diſſolving maid, 
pd graſps with eager arms the Fwy ſhade, 


1 | XVI. At 


At 
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XVI. 
At morn he ſung the tender tale, 
He ſung his Laura's matchleſs charms, 
And ev'ry tree, in Clauſa's vale, 
Attentive breath'd Love's ſoſt alarms; 


egen hoary monks full many a careleſs bead 
Have dropt, and left their Aves half unſaid. 


ODE ON PLEASURE. 
BY THE SAME, 


I. 1. ä 
ENCE from my ſight, unfeeling ſage, 
Hence, to thy lonely hermitage !— 
There far removed from joy, and pain, 
Supinely ſlumber life away; 
Act o'er dull yeſterday again, 
And be thy morrow like to day. 
1 Reſt to thy bones !—While to the gale 
Happier I ſpread my feſtive wing, 
And like the wand'”ring bee exhale 
Freſh odours from life's honey'd ſpring ; 
From bloom to bloom in pleaſing rapture ſtray, , 
| Where Mirth invites, and Pleaſure points the way. 
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I. 2. 

Hail heav'n-born virgin fair, and free, 

Of language mild, of aſpect gay, 

Whoſe voice the ſullen family 

Of Care, and Diſcontent obey ! 

By thee inſpir'd the ſimpleſt ſcenes, 

The ruſſet cots, the lowly glens, 
Mountains, on whoſe craggy brow 
Nature's lawleſs tenants feed, 

Buſhy dells, and ſtreams, that flow 
Thro? the vilet-purpled mead, 
Delight! thy breath exalts the rich perfumes, 
'That brooding o'er embalm the bean-flow'r field, 
Beyond Sabean ſweets, and all the gum 
The ſpicy deſarts of Arabia yield. 
I. 3. 

When the Attic bird complains 
From the ſtill, attentive grove, 

Or the linnet breathes his ſtrains, 
Taught by nature, and by love; 

Do thou approve the dulcet airs, 

And Harmony's ſoft, ſilken chain, 

In willing bondage leads our cares, 

And binds the giant-ſenſe of pain: 

Untun'd by thee, how coarſe the long-drawn note, 
Spun from the lab'ring eunuch's tortur'd throat ! 


Harſh 


Ha 
Ha 
unt 
Anc 


_= 
* 
E. 
fo 
* 
* 
» 
* 


Harſt 


AS meme < 


CY i 


ular 4c 5 4,7» 7 


( 85 ) 


Harſh are the ſounds, tho' FaringLL1 ſings, 


$ Harſh are the ſounds, tho' HANDEL wakes the firings : : 
& Untouch'd by thee, ſee ſenſeleſs FLor10 fits, 
And ſtares, and gapes, and nods, and yawns by fits. 


II. 1. 
Oh Pleaſure come !—and far, far hence 
Expel that nun, Indifference !— 
Where'er ſhe waves her ebon wand, 
Drench'd in the dull Lethzan deep, 
Behold the marble paſſions ſtand 
Abforb'd in everlaſting ſleep ! 
Then from the waite, and barren mind 
The Muſe's fairy-phantoms fly, 
They fly, nor leave a wreck behind 
Of heav'n-deſcended poeſy: 
Love 8 chrilling tumults then are felt no more, 
| Qeench'd | is the gen'rous heat, the rapt'rous throbs are o'er ! 
II. 2. 
*T was thou, O nymph, that led'ſt along 
The fair Dione's wanton choir, 
While to thy blitheſt, ſofteſt ſong, 
Ten thouſand Cuꝑids ſtrung the lyre : 
Aloft in air the Cherubs play'd 
What time, in Cypria's myrtle-ſhade, 
Young Adonis ſlumb'ring lay 
On a bed of bluſhing flow'rs, 
Call'd to life by early May, 
And the roſy-boſom'd hours : 
G 3 The 
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The queen of love beheld her darling boy, 
In am'rous mood ſhe neſtled to his fide, 
And thus, to melt his frozen breaſt to joy, 
Her wanton art ſhe gayly-ſmiling try'd. 
| II. 3. 
From the muſk-roſe, wet with dew, 
And the lily's op'ning bell, | 
From freſh eglantine ſhe drew 
Sweets of aromatic ſmell : 
Part of that honey next ſhe took, 
Which * Cupid too advent'rous ſtole, 
When ſtung his throbbing hand he ſhook, 
And felt the anguiſh to his ſoul : 
His mother laugh'd to hear the elf complain, 
Yet ſtill ſhe pity'd, and reliev'd his pain ; 
She dreſt the wound with balm of ſov'reign might, 
And bath'd him in the well of dear delight: 
Ah who would fear, to be fo bath'd in bliſs, 
More agonizing ſmart, and deeper wounds than this ?— 
£ III. 1. 
Her magic zone ſhe next unbound, 
And wav'd it in the air around: 
Then cull'd from ever-frolic ſmiles, 
That live in Beauty's dimpled cheek, 
Such ſweetneſs as the heart beguiles, 
And turns the mighty ſtrong to weak: 
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To theſe ambrofial dews ſhe join'd, 
And o'er the'flame of warm defire, 
Fann'd by ſoft fighs, love's gentleſt wind, 
Diſſolv'd, and made the charm entire; 
O'er her moiſt lips, that bluſh'd with heav'nly red, 
The Graces? friendly hand the bleſt ingredients ſpread. 
III. 2. 
Adonis wak' d—he ſaw the fair, 
And felt unuſual tumults riſe ; 
His boſom heav'd with am'rous care, 
And humid languor veil'd his eyes! 
Driv'n by ſome ſtrong impulſive pow'r 
He ſought the moſt ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
Where diffus'd on Venus? breaſt, 
Firſt he felt extatic bliſs, 
| Firſt her balmy lips he preſt, 
7 And devour'd the new-made K1ss : 
But, O my Muſe, thy tatt'ling tongue reſtrain, 
Her ſacred rites what mortal dares to tell? 
She crowns the filent, leads the blabbing ſwain 
To doubts, deſires, and fears, the fev'riſh lover's hell. 
II. 3. 
Change then, ſweeteſt nymph of Nine, 
Change the ſong, and fraught with pleaſures 
String anew thy filver twine, 
To the ſofteſt, Lydian meaſures ! 
My Cynthia calls, whoſe natal hour 
Th? aſſiſtant Graces ſaw, and ſmil'd ; 
Ti Then deign'd this Cyprian charm to pour 
With laviſh bounty o'er the child : 
G4 Sithencg 
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Sithence wherze'er the Siren moves along, 
In pleaſing wonder chain'd is ev'ry tongue, 
Love's ſoft ſuffuſion dims the aching eyes, 
Love's ſubtleſt flame thro? ev'ry art'ry flies: 
Our trembling limbs th' unequal pulſe betray, 
We gaze in tranſport loſt—then faint, and die away. 


FF 


ODE ON DESPALTIR. 


BY THE SAME. 


AVE me! —what means yon griſly ſhade, 
Her ſtony eye-balls ſtaring wide; 

' In foul, and tatter'd patches clad, s 

. With dirt, and gore, and venom dy'd? = 
| A burning brand ſhe whirls around, "_= 

And ſtamps, and raves, and tears the ground, 

| And madly rends her clotted hair; 

[ While thro? her cank'red breaſt are ſeen 

| Myriads of ſerpents bred within, 

The curſed ſpawn of ſelf-conſuming Care !— 


wm MN: 


(-29 


"Twas thus, O poor enamour'd maid, | 

The Stygian fiend approach'd the ſea-girt tow'r, 

What time, in ſad misfortune's evil hour, 

The faithleſs lamp, Love's Cynoſure decay'd. 

« And why,” the ghaſtly phantom cries, 

« Wilt thou, deluded hero, wait 
« Leander's wiſh'd return, forbid by fate? 
See floating on his wat'ry bier he lies; 
pale are his cheeks, where Love was wont to play, 
And clos'd thoſe radiant eyes that late out-ſhone the day.” 


The woe-foreboding voice ſhe heard, 
And wiſhing, trembling, pray'd for morn— 
When lo the bleeding corſe appear d 
By ſavage rocks all rudely torn |! 
Where were ye, nymphs, O tell me where, 
Daughters of Nereus freſh, and fair ? 
And why, ſweet filver-footed Queen, 
Would'ſt thou not leave thy coral cave, 
: And ſooth the rough remorſeleſs wave, 
Pre Death had ſeiz d thy beſt, thy boldeſt ſwain ?— 


With haggard eyes, all-ſtreaming blood, 
Diſtracted Hero ſaw her lover ſlain, 
And thrice indignant view the guilty main, 
And thrice accus'd each merc'leſs watry God. 
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Aye me in vain !—For = ſee, ſhe cry'd, 

% My dear Leander's beck'ning ſhade ! 
& And can'ſt thou live, O loſt, O wretched maid ? 
«© Shall envious Fate ſo fond a pair divide ? | 
Forbid it Love! - Then head-long from the tow'r 
Deep in the ruthleſs flood ſhe plung'd to riſe no more! 


With ſcenes of woe, O curſed Pow'r, 
How are thy greedy eyes regal'd ? 
How did thy heart exult of yore, 
When Heav'n's vindictive rod affail'd 
The Queen of arts? With giant-ſtride 
Contagion ſtalks, and lo the bride, 
_ The virgin-bride unpity'd dies! 
Claſp'd to his daughter's throbbing bud, 
The father breathes his ſoul to reſt, 

And forrowing ſons compoſe the widow'd mother's eyes! 


Scar'd by the Dzmon's ſpotted hand, 
The eagle ſcream'd, the famiſh'd vulture fled, 
The hungry wolf forſook th' unburied dead, 
And pale diſeaſes ſhiv'ring left the land! 


s See the account, which is given by Thucydides, of the plague at 
Athens. Among{ many other extraordinary circumſtances are the following, 
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What cries, and piercing ſhrieks reſound 

Phro' ev'ry ſtreet, at ev'ry fane ? 

Yet ah! they weep, they weary heav'n in vain ! 
Death and Diſtraction ſtare on all around ! 

The wretched few, whom pois'nous Peſt'Tence ſpares, 
Of moody madneſs die, and heart-diftrafting fears. 


Theſe are thy deeds, O fell Deſpair, 
Thou tyrant of the tortur'd ſoul, 
t Siſter of pale-ey'd Grief and Care, 
At whoſe command impetuous roll 
Paſſion's rough tides, and ſwelling high 
Burſt thro? each dear, and ſacred tye, 
And ev'ry pleaſing thought o'erwhelm ; 
Anon the crazy bark is born, 
Of winds, and waves, and rocks the ſcorn, 
For Reaſon ſhrinks appall'd, and trembling quits the helm! 


O fly, thou firſt-born child of Hell, 

To ſome far diſtant, dreary, doleful plain, 

Where ſtarting Fear, and agonizing Pain, 

And black Remorſe, and ſullen Sorrows dwell : 

| Where arm'd with poiſon, racks, and death, 

at Stern Horror rears his gorgon head: 
ing, And writhing dreadful on their iron- bed 
Nas The purple Furies grind their cank'red teeth; 
While perch'd on ſtubs of trees the ſhriek-owl ſings, 
pu And ſcreaming deadly hoarſe night-ravens flap their wings! 


hat t According to the Table of Cebes, Abou is the filter of Oden. 
Thither 
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Thither emboſt with vary'd woe, 

Misfortuae's palid ſlave retires— 0 
Hark, hark he raves ! Thy tablet . 
Charg'd with damn'd ghoſt, and ſulph'rous fires. 
Oh Mercy Heav'n !—Upſtaring ſtands 

His griſly hair; his nerveleſs hands 

Shake ; o'er his face the curdled blood, 

From his ſwoln heart, with tidings flies, 

« Give me another horſe,” he cries, 


* Oh bring the poiſon'd bowl, let looſe life's crimſon flood!“ 


Sad, facred wretch !—Thou pow'r divine, 
Whoſe god-like wprd from Chaos dark and dread, 
Bad Diſcord fly, and Light ſweet-ſmiling ſpread 
Her orient wing, controul this breaſt of mine ! 

And ſtill when gloomy thoughts prevail, 

Oh ſhort, and partial be their ſway ! 

And beam'd from thee, let pleaſure's gladſome ray 
The mournful progeny of grief diſpel. 

So ſhall the chequer'd ſcenes of life delight, 

As morning brighter peers preceded ftill by night, 


ODE 
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ODE TO WISDOM, 


BY THE SAME. 


4 ENCE vain, deluding joys, | 
1 And inſpirations lighter than the wind! 
How little can we find 
Solid content in fleeting, fancy'd toys ? 
| Hence ev'ry idle dream 
Of laureat Phoebus, and th' Aonian Maids, 
And Theſpia's breathing ſhades, 
And virgin Helicon for ever green, 
At whoſe fair foot 1s ſeen 
Soft-trickling Aganippe's limpid ſtream ! 


But come, thou Goddeſs ſage and mild, 
Jove's firſt begotten darling child ! 
O Wiſdom come, and bring with thee 
Rich volumes of antiquity, 
In whoſe ample page appears 
The learning of two thouſand years, 
The truths which old Aſcræus ſung, 
And eloquence of Plato's tongue. 
| | Him 
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Him Wiſdom claim'd (the child was preſt, 
Cloſe to his trembling mother's breaſt) 
Firſt when the bees prophetic flew, 

And on his lips dropt honey'd dew : 
Sithence in hoar Lycæum's ſhade, 

Where oft her muſing ſon was laid, 


She deign'd to vifit, and impart 


Heav'nly raptures to his heart. 

With her, to mortal ſight reveal'd 

The holy Sage high converie held, 

And found the dark, myſterious road, 

Thro' Nature's path, to Nature's God, 
Hence then be Folly's idle train, 

Loud, impertinent, and vain ; 

Mirth that Thought, and Care derides, 

And Laughter holding both his ſides;“ 

And jeering Wit, the time beguiling, 

And Ipnorance forever ſmiling ; 

And Affectation, ſpruce and trim, 

Settling each feature and each limb; 

With Vanity perfum'd, and gay, 

Prancing lightly on her way; 

Hence to the baſe ignoble croud, 

The mad, the wealthy, and the proud! 

And thou, my Cynthia, fair and young, 


Whom oft the willing Muſe hath ſung, 


Expect no more my breaſt to warm 
With beauty's brighteſt, fierceſt charm, 


Nor 
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Nor ye, my thoughts, too wanton rove, 
Adieu to Poeſy, aud Lave ! 

Adieu the gay, the flow'ry plains, 
Where Harmony, ſweet minſtrel, reigns ; 
Adieu the viſionary ſeat, 

Where Fancy's fairy-train retreat; 

The Druids? cells, the Naiads' caves, 
Which ivy binds, or ocean laves ; 

The pleaſing vein, the penſive folly, 

And thou, divineſt Melancholy! 

Come Truth's fair guide, and Virtue's friend, 
Oh come, my ſtudious walks attend! 
With thee, when o'er yon mountain gray 
Jocund ſprings the early day; 

With thee, when hot meridian beams 
Thro' Ather flow in ſultry ſtreams ; 
And when the Moon-light {leeps around, 
While ſilence chains each ruder ſound ; 
Permit me, heav'nly maid, to rove, 
The dewy lawn, or pathleſs grove, 
Where oaks and poplars join their aid, 
To form an hoſpitadle ſhade. 

There rapt in holy thought be mine 
To meditate on works divine; 
Whether thy eaſy flowing page, 

O TiLLorsox, my thoughts engage, 
Where Elegance with Learning join'd 
Convince, and captivate the mind ; 
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Or, S4trLOCK, charm'd I find in thee 

Death ſwallow'd up in Victory! 

Then, O ſweet Virgin, to my heart 

The ſacred heav'n- fraught truths impart; 

While in my ſelf- collected ſoul 

Enthuſiaſtic raptures roll! 

Teach me to pierce, with reaſon's eye, 

That vaſt profound, Eternity, 

And graſp, in comprehenſive thought, 

The mighty chain from God to Nought, 
Come too, thou pure immortal ſpirit, 

That didſt unbounded ſpace inherit, 

Ere God beheld the ſhapeleſs Void, 

His golden compaſſes employ'd, 

And mark'd the new-created earth, 

While infant Nature ſprung to birth. 

The work eternal Wiſdom ſaw, 

And gave the trembling ocean law; 

Unfurl'd the bright ætherial ſky, 

Heav*n's ſtar-beſprinkled canopy, 

'The azure vault, the bleſt abode 

Of Saints, of Angels, and of God. 

Come, Eſſence uncreate, inſpire 

My glowing breaſt with holy fire, 

Such as enraptur'd Seraphs own, 

When near the blazing, ſapphire throne, 

In living Glory clad, they ſing 

Their Hymns to Heav'n's eternal King. 
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ADDRESSED TO HIS MAJESTY ON HIS MARRIAGE, 


BY THE SAME, 


S, when diffus'd in ſolemn trance 
Her dear delight the Latmian ſhepherd lay, 

Fond Cynthia came with lightning-glance, 
And o'er his boſom ſtream'd her virgin ray: 
So come, O gentle Muſe, if e'er aright 

I paid my vows, if &er implor'd | 
One ſcanty beam of thy celeſtial light ; 
Proof to the muckworm miſer's golden hoard, 
Nor envious of the ſtateſman's fair renown, 


The warrior's death-bought wreath, and monarch's thorny 
crown, 


Come, Guardian of my natal hour, 
That bad'ſt me chuſe the ſtill ſequeſter'd grove, 
The pathleſs mead, and woodbine bower, 
Where placid Cares, and penſive Pleaſures rove ; 
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Where oft by moon-light's filent, ſolemn glade, 
Pale Paſſion muſing loves to ſtray, 
And hand in hand, by Melancholy led, 
In thoughtful loneneſs wears herſelf away ; 
O come, in all. thy radiant charms confeſt, 
And fire with glowing zeal my fond, devoted breaſt ! 


J aſk not flowrets freſh and gay, 
From Pindus cull'd to pleaſe the vainly great ; 
No ſilken ſtrain, no tinſel lay, 
To cloke ſome public Knave from public hate : 
No, Virgin, no—Fair Freedom's veſtal flame 
Pervades my ſoul ; for her I twine 
'The votive wreath, for her thy hallow'd name 
Invoke, O make thy choiceſt treaſures mane ; 
Breathe inſpiration thro' each glowing line, 
Thy genuine form impreſs, and ſtamp the work divine! 


| Then ſhalt thou, George, the ſong approve, 
O Britiſh-born! O Freedom's ſacred heir! 
O thou, whom all the Graces love, 
Religion's boaſt, and Virtue's darling care! 
| Fain would the Muſe attempt thy various praiſe, 
1 But ah, in vain !—thro? » Ida's bowers 
| With dubious foot th' aſtoniſh'd woodman ftrays ; 
ll Where ſhall his work begin ?—Ye ſylvan Powers 
| Direct the blow); here oaks aſpiring riſe, 
There, Monarchs of the grove, tall cedars prop the ſkies, 


W Theocr, Eyxwj, Ito, 
| | Say, 


+1 


Say, 


1 

Say, ſhall the Muſe, thy patriot Sire 

Recall to view? Tell how with conſcious ſtate 
She ſaw the god-like Prince retire 

To glorious exile, like Timoleon great? 

Glad heard the voice, Avaunt, ye wretched train, 
Shall I my Country's cauſe betray ? 

«« Betray my ſoul, my God, for ſordid gain? 

« Periſh the thought !—Ye ſlaves of gold away !— 


In venal courts tho' baſe corruption reigns, 
« Know Liberty ſhall breathe thro' Kew's indignant plains,” 


He ſpoke, and lo! the reptile crew 
Struck dumb with wonder fled !—Hail, ſacred ſource, 
Whence George his patriot morals drew : 
| Proſper, ye heavenly Powers, their genial courſe ! 
O bid them branch into a thouſand rills, 
A thouſand ſtreams !—Where'er they flow, 
Whether all gliſt'ring down the loftier hills, 
Or thro? the ſtill, and humbler vales below, 
Let Health purſue, no noxious weeds be found, 
But flowers immortal riſe freſh-breathing ſweets around! 
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Prophetic wiſh ? See Diſcord flies, a 
With all her rebel rout, her hell-born train ! 
See Faction falls, and Party dies, 
They die fell ſerpents, in his dawning reign : 
Thus ſure preſage of many a glorious deed, 
Bleſt omen of immortal fame, | 
The Son of Jove, when near his infant head 
Devouring ſnakes in poiſonous volumes came, 
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Graſp'd in his brawny arms the ſcaly foes, 
Smil'd on the danger paſt, and ſunk to ſoft repoſe, 


And now again, with careful hand, 
Her goodly plants fair Science joys to rear ; 
And now again all blooming ſtand 
'The beauteous Progeny of Art ; they fear 
No killing froſts, no thick unkindly dews, 
Such as from Belgian plains ariſe ; 
The genial clouds their pearly drops diffuſe, 
And ſhower increaſe of ſweetneſs from the ſkies ; 
The youthful Sun, in his meridian throne, 
Beams with indulgent ray his foſtering influence down. 


Hail, favour'd Ile ! bleſt ſcat of Fame! 
For conquering arms, and peerleſs arts renown'd ! 
Hail, mighty George ! thy darling name 
Oft ſhall the Muſe with honeſt joy reſound : 
Not that abſtemious, prudent, juſt, and wiſe, ” 
Thy every deed fair Virtue guides ; 
Nor that thy thoughts with holy ardor riſe 
From Earth's low baſe, where Vice and Paſſion bides, 
To Heaven's bright manſions, there their ſweets diſpenſe, 
Grateful as hallow'd fumes from breathing frankincenſe. 


Ay me ſo great, ſo bold a flight 
Beſeems not ſhepherd-ſwain, in lowly Mead 
Far from Preferment's giddy height 
Condemn'd, alas, an hireling flock to feed! 
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Yet will I ſing how thy diſcerning eye 
The boiſterous ſea of life ſurveys, 
Where toiling ſore the Sons of Merit lie, 
Till calPd by thee their weary heads they raiſe : 
What minute Drop, but cheriſh'd by thy care 
A coſtly Pearl becomes of matchleſs Beauty rare? 


Charm then your pipes, ye ſhepherd ſwains, 
And bid the hills, and dales the Song repeat, 
Your Patron, your Auguſtus reigns !— | 

But hark, with undulation ſoft, and ſweet, 
What melting muſic ſteals upon the ear! 
Am I deceiv'd, or doth a Choir 
Of winged Cupids fan the buxom air 
Till filence ſmiles ; while from their filver lyre 
Harmonious numbers flow, whoſe dulcet breath 
Would recreate a ſoul beneath the pangs of death ? 


I did not err, a Choir of Loves 
Sublime in air attune th' enchanting lay; 
They leave Idalia's blooming groves, 

Y And Cypria's myrtle ſhades, where jocund ſtray 
Profuſely kind allures the fight, 
And wraps the ſenſe in bliſs : ye Virgins fair 
Of Britain's He, ſweet daughters of delight, 
Receive the cherub throng, to you they fly 
With welcome tidings fraught, bleſt harbingers of Joy. 
H 3 


Yet 


The Graces, Smiles, and Hours, where Nature's care 


Lo! 
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| Lo! lo ſhe comes from th' Albine ſhore, 

Your maiden Queen, adorn'd with peerleſs charms : 
Like Phœbe, when by Taurus hoar 

Enamour'd Alpheus ſtrove with eager arms 

To graſp the Fair: ah, fond and hapleſs boy ! 
Ah, cruel wayward Dame !—in vain 

He breath'd his amorous ſoul, for all too coy 

Swift as the Roe ſhe ſought the diſtant plain; 

Left him to pour in tears his plaintive theme, 

Till chang'd by love and grief he melted to a ſtream. 
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See where from Ocean's pearly bed, 
Whoſe huddling waters paſs unwilling by, 

She comes with eaſy modeſt tread, | 
Midſt echoing crowds, and rapturous ſhouts of joy: F 
*T was thus, the life-reſembling * tablet ſhews, ö 

In youth and beauty freſh and ga 
The Paphian Goddeſs from the waves aroſe, 

While dolphins gamboPd thro? the wat'ry way, 
Old Neptune ſmil'd, the ſea-green ſiſters ſung, 
And all the rocks around with Is Triumph rung. 


But ah, what Dædal hand can trace 
The glowing beauties of her air and mein z 
The lively ſweetneſs of her face, 
And eyes where wiſdom's azure beams are ſeen ? 
Her boſom fraught with honour's maiden treaſure, 


Unblemiſh'd faith, mild modeſty, y 
tho, 


x The famous Picture of Venus by Apelles, 
Eternal 
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Eternal love, unſoil'd by baſer pleaſure, 

And conſtant truth, and ſpotleſs chaſtity, 

Where thoughts, that angels might admire are bred, 
And flames of holy zeal, by pure Religion fed ? 


Fail, Virgin, hail, divinely bleſt, 

By Heaven endow'd with all that's good and great! 
O Flower of Virtue, in whoſe breaſt, 

Imperial Reaſon dwells in royal ſtate ! 

There, there ſhe fits as Queen on ivory throne, 
The vaſſal Paſſions round her ſtand, 

In ſuppliant guiſe her rightful power they own, 

And hear her ſtill ſmall voice, her ſoft command: 

Far from the pure and unpolluted ſhrine 


Fach baſe affection flies, each haggard nurſe of fin. 


Leave then, ye Siſters, leave the 7 Spring 
Whoſe hallow'd waters flow thro* Minyas? land: 
Conduct to Britain's blooming King 
This all-accompliſh'd work of Nature's hand: 
*Tis yours, imperial Nymphs, whate'er is ſweet, 
And fair and ſplendid to beſtow ; 
On you attend Wealth, Wiſdom, Beauty, Wit ; 
Nor ſeated on Olympus? laughing brow 
While choirs celeſtial move till you advance, 
Nor ſhare th' ambroſial feaſt, nor lead the ſprightly dance. 


. 


The river Cephiſus in Baotia, an whoſe banks the Graces were 
thought to reſide, Pind. Olym. 14th. 
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And thou, O Queen of ſoft deſires, 
Whoſe radiant ſmiles diſpel the gloom of care, 
| And kindling friendſhip's pureſt fires, 
| Chaſe from the ſoul Suſpicion, Doubt, and Fear, 
| Thoſe grieſly forms: O come, bewitching Power, 
Come gently, o'er the bridal bed 

In genial dews thy choiceſt pleaſures ſhower ; 

Such as in Arcady's voluptuous ſhade 

z Lyczus felt, when ſtretch'd on Maia's breaſt 
An image of himſelf th* enraptur'd God impreſt, 


Nor thou, Lucina chaſte and fair, 

Nor thou, ſweet Genius of the nuptial bower, 
Be abſent ; on the royal Pair 

Profuſe of joy your kindly bleflings pour! 

O haſte, ye Guardians of the ſacred rites, 
Whoſe aid prolific power ſupplies, 

So ſhall Britannia bleſs their pure delights, 

When future Georges, future Charlottes riſe ? 

By whom reflected diſtant times ſhall find 


The Mother's matchleſs Grace, the Father's virtuous Mi Be 
| He 
Jupiter. S5. 
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THE VANITY OF HUMAN LIFE. 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF THE MOST HON. FRANCIS 


RUSSEL, MARQUIS OF TAVISTOCK. 


BY THE SAME. 


O noſtra Vita, ch' fi bella in viſia, 


Com perde agevolmente in un matino 


Auel, che 'n molt” anni a gran pena f acquiſta ! 


PETRARCH. 


E gone, deluſions vain ! 
Leave me, ye ſmiling meretricious joys, 

That falſe as Delilah the ſoul enchain, 

While hoſtile cares, and rancorous paſſions riſe, 

And quench the mental fight ! 

Be gone !—and while the ſtill, funereal Night 

Her awful pall, compact of thickeſt clouds, 

Spreads o'er the world, and all its glaries ſhrouds, 

Give me to muſe on ſublunary bliſs, 

How frail, how tranſient ! like a vernal flow'r, 

That the rude breath of Boreas means to kiſs, 

And kills : or like an air-blown bubble, born 

To dance and glitter for a ſhort ſhort hour 

While all is calm, but ſoon the ſport and ſcorn 

Of envious winds, it burſts, and is no more! 


Ah 


—̃ —— — — 
= = 


r od. <7. 2 
= X 
. 2 : - 


Fond wretch, revoke the pray'r !— 
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Ah me how gay, how beautiful, how ſweet 
Is Life's fair proſpect to th* enchanted eye 
Of unexperienc'd youth Not Arno's Vale, 
Where all the mingled charms of Nature meet, 
Is more profuſe of joy; 
There wing'd with fragrance ev'ry whiſp'ring gale 
Delights the ſoul ; flowers'of a thouſand dyes, 
The Muſkroſe, Hyacinth, and Aſphodel, | 
Purple the ground ; freſh-breathing Myrtles riſe ; 
And in the frequent grove, the feather'd chair 
'Trill their ſoft notes of amorous deſire. 
With ling'ring feet the raptur'd ſtranger ſtrays, 
And, O ſweet vale, dear region of delight, 
He cries, where Eden's beauties charm the ſight, 
Here let me live, here end my bliſsful days ! 


For ſwift as lightning thro? the deſart air 
A noontide, peſtilential vapour flies, 
And blaſts the fairy ſcene : 
Each herb, plant, flow'r, ſhrinks up its leaves, and dies! 
Ye ſons of Fortune, ye who madly doat 
On this vile world, and hug her to your arms ; 
Who now IJuxuriate in her golden charms, 
And ever vacant fondly hope ſhe'll prove, 
Amiable ever ;—learn, O timely learn 
To wean your hearts from ſuch deſtructive love, 
And fly to Wiſdom's ſchool ! | 
Not to that Wiſdom, crabbed, harſh, and dull, 
T hat 


. 


That 


| There Wiſdom, bending o'er her fav'rite's tomb, 
W Unwearied vigils keeps; 


While thus ſhe mocks all human vanities: 


© © Where is your boaſting now ? 
Where your pre-eminence ſo proud, and vain ? 


Of empty Hope, bid.dazzling fabrics riſe 
Of ſublunary joys: 

But ah! how ſoon ſhall Death the ſtructures raſe, 
HhBurſt your vain ſpells, and diſenchant the ſcene ! 
Thou breathleſs corſe, that there in manhood green 
Art ſepulcher'd, to crawling worms a prey, 

Oh what a change was wrought in one ſhott day! 
At morn with riches crown'd, in virtues great; 


8 © Whoſe opening leaves with pride Britannia ſaw, 
And thought, how vainly, rich perfumes to draw | | 
From flow'r ſo ſweet and fair! 

At night—ah me, I fondly err,— 
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That Stoics preach'd along the murm'ring ſtream 8 
Of fam'd IL Iss VS; nor to that leſs ſtern, 

Which Plato taught in ſtudious Acavems : 

Such Wiſdom is rank Folly in diſguiſe ! 

Go, fly to that ſepulchral gloom, 

Where the pale corps of gentle Russ EL lies; 


And ever and anon the Goddeſs weeps, 


« Wealth, Grandeur, Pow'r, and Fame, —ye idol-train, 
% At whoſe throng'd altars proſtrate millions bow, 


“ Go, great Magicians, on the hollow baſe 
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Pear to his friends, and to his country dear; 
* The blooming hope, and“ roſe of the fair ſtate;“ 
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e« Or ere the ſun with hot meridian ray 


Had pierc'd the earth—he fainted, ficken'd, dy'd !— 


«© No more his friends” delight, his country's pride, 
* But oh, a poor pale piece of lifeleſs clay 

* Ye hapleſs few, whom nearer converſe gave 
% His various worth to know, and hourly trace 
Each nicer, ſofter, more domeſtic grace, 
„That, like the touches exquiſitely fine 
« Of Titian's hand, are at a diſtance loſt, 
« Weep, weep no more no more, fond ſouls, repine 
% That all your wiſhes, all your hopes are croſt. 
*« "Tho? there with livid cheeks, and ghaſtly eyes, 
«« Your dear departed friend, your Russ EL lies, 
«« *Tis but his ſemblance, but his ſhade ; 
«© A frail and periſhable caſket, made 
«© To hold a jewel of ſtupendous price; 
«© A jewel, that is now exalted high, 
And flames and fparkles in Heavjn's treaſury !” 


Thus Wiſdom ſpeaks—Yet, Q thou matchleſs youth, 


That doſt immortal, boundleſs joys inherit, 

Still will we weep, and melt with Ruth, 

Though not for thee, thou happy, happy ſpirit, 

Yet for ourſelves! - Oh that remorſeleſs Death 

Had ſpar'd thee, Russ EL, and with ranc'rous tooth 
Deveur'd the ſcum of Britain's baſtard brood, 

Who, loft to all that's noble, all that's good, 

Enliſt in Faction's cauſe 

And when Ambition calls, or Av'rice draws, 

Grow fat, and wanton in their country's blood! 
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| Vile paricides Why leave the righteous Gods 
uch wretches to conſume the fruits of earth, 


Thou flow'r of true nobility, whoſe worth 
Promis'd ſo fair, and might in future age 

Have prov'd a burning, ſhining light, to guide 
Our young patricians from the fatal rage 

Of lurking rocks, that in Life's boiſt'rous tide 
Have ſhipwreck'd many a great and noble name, 
And ſpread the ruins of an honeſt fame 
Ves, we will weep—weep for our country's loſs, 
That, in theſe dregs of Britain, ill could ſpare 

| Thy virtues great, and rare; 

| Thy public ſpirit, that contemn'd as 45 

The golden baits, which Mammon throws to lure 
Our wand' ring feet from Virtue's diſtant goal; 
ty moderation, that the ſtream impure 

b of party never could controul; 

Thy mildneſs, greatneſs, gentleneſs of ſoul ; 
Thy bounty, ne'er implor'd in vain, 

2 That on the meagre ſons of Want and Toil 

In ſhow'rs ſpontaneous flow d, 

And like the morning dew, or gracious rain, 

: I Diſtilling gently from a vernal cloud, 

Bad the bleak deſart ſmile ! — _ 

Excellent youth, whoſe boſom was the ſoil 
Where ev'ry grace, and ev'ry virtue throve ; 
But chiefly thoſe, the gentleſt, ſweeteſt, beſt, 
That humaniſe and dignify the breaſt, 

The filial, conjugal, paternal Love ! 
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And ſnatch thee, Russ ET, to their bleſt abodes? 


Yes, 
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Yes, we will weep—and why, thou widow'd Muſe, 
That wander'ſt, all diſconſolate and pale, 
Thro' GranTa's fav'rite vale, « 
Ah why the tributary tear refuſe ? 
Hence with ungrateful Silence, partial maid 
And bid thy choiceſt ſtreams of muſic flow, 
In all the artleſs negligence of Woe, 
To grace the tomb where TavisTock is laid! 
Canſt thou forget, how in thy learned ſhade 
"The dear ingenuous youth 
Model'd his ſoul to honour, virtue, truth? 
Oh, if thy torpid ſpirits ſtill require 
Some nearer force to ſtrike the latent fire, 
Think, how in future time | 
He would have ſmooth'd Preferment's arduous way, 
And taught thy beſt-deſerving ſons to climb 
Thoſe heights, where wealth and honours bloom, which now 
Like fruits, that on rough precipices grow, 
Are only to be pluck'd by birds of prey. 
Think, but ah ! whither do I fondly ftray, 
And why recount his matchleſs virtues o'er ? 
O you who wear, in your heart's core,” 
His image deep engrav'd, accept this lay, 
That rich in zeal, in wit and learning poor, 
A rural Muſe preſents at Russ EL's ſhrine : 
Worthleſs I own the gift, —yet ſhepherds bring 
The frail and ſhort-liv'd beauties of the Spring, 
To deck the altars of their pow'rs divine. 
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AT THE INSTALLATION OF HIS GRACE AUGUSTUS 


HENRT,FITZROY, DUKE OF GRAFTON, 


CHANCELLOR OF THE UNIVERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE, 
err 1, MODCCLEER. 


BY MR. GRAY, 


A I R. 

10 ENCE, avaunt, ('tis holy ground) 
9 Comus, and his midnight crew, 

« And Ignorance with looks profound, 

« And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 

« Mad Sedition's cry profane, 

« Servitude that hugs her chain, 


* Nor in theſe conſecrated bowers | | 
Let painted Flattery hide her ſerpent train in flowers. 


CH QA Vf. 
« Nor Envy baſe, nor creeping Gain 
* Dare the Muſe's walk to ſtain, 
% While bright-ey'd Science watches round: 
Hence, away, 'tis holy ground!“ 

| RECITATIVE. 
From yonder realms of empyrean day 
Burſts on my ear th' indignant lay: | 
There fit the ſainted Sage, the Bard divine, 
The Few, whom Genius gave to ſhine 


6 


Through every unborn age, and undiſcovered clime, 


Rapt in celeſtial tranſport they, (accomp.) 
Yet hither oft a glance from high 

They ſend of tender ſympathy 

To bleſs the place, where on their opening, ſoul 

Firſt the genuine ardor ſtole. 


Twas Milton ſtruck the deep-toned ſhell, * 

And, as the choral warblings round him ſwell, 

Meek Newton's ſelf bends from his ſtate ſublime, 

And nods his hoary head, and liſtens to the rhyme. 

AIR 

% Ye brown o'er-arching groves, 

That Contemplation loves, 

% Where willowy Camus lingers with delight! 

Oft at the bluſh of dawn 

J trod your level lawn, 

% Oft-woo'd the gleam of Cynthia filver-bright 

In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 

With Freedom by my ſide, and foft-ey'd Melancholy. 
RECITATIV E., 

But hark ! the portals ſound, and pacing forth 

With ſolemn ſteps and flow, 

High Potentates and Dames of royal birth 

And mitred Fathers in long order go : 

Great Edward * with the lilies on his brow 

From haughty Gallia torn, 

And ſad Chatillon, > on her bridal morn 


a Edward III. gave the old Foundation of Trinity College, 
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That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare e, 
And Anjou's Heroine, and the paler Roſe *© 

The rival of her crown, and of her woes, Ks 
And either Henry there, 

The murther'd Saint f, and the majeſtic Lords 

That broke the bonds of Rome. 


. (Their tears, their little triumphs o'er, (accomp.) 


Their human paſſions now no more, 

Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb) 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 

Rich ſtreams of regal bounty pour'd, 

And bad theſe aweful fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning come; 


And thus they ſpeak in ſoft accord 


The liquid language of the ſkies. 
QUARTETTO. 

« What is Grandeur, what is Power? 

+ Heavier toll, ſuperior pain. 

What the bright reward we gain? 

The grateful memory of the Good. 


b Founded Pembroke Hall. She married an earl of Pembroke, who 


vas killed on a tournament on his wedding day. 


© Founded Clare Hall. Her father the earl of Gloceſter married a 


daughter of Edward I, 


d Margaret of Anjou, wife of Henry VI. foundreſs of Queen's College. 
Elizabeth Wodeville, wife of Edward IV. augmented and improved 


the laſt mentioned college. 


Henry VI. founder of King's College. 
* Henry VIII. enriched and enlarged Trinity College, 


Vol. III. 1 | 4 Sweet 
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& Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhower, 

© The bee's collected treaſures ſweet, 

«« Sweet muſic's melting fall, but ſweeter yet 
« The ſtill ſmall voice of Gratitude. 

RECITATIV FE. 

Foremoſt and leaning from her golden cloud 
The venerable Margaret ſee ! 

« Welcome, my noble ſon, (ſhe cries aloud) 
c To this, thy kindred train, and me: 

c Pleas'd in thy lineaments we trace 

&« A Tudor's fire b, a Beaufort's grace. 

A 1 R. 

& Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye, : 
e The ſlower unheeded ſhall deſcry, . 
4 And bid it round heaven's altars ſhed 1 
The fragrance of its bluſhing head: $ 
& Shall raiſe from earth the latent gem 

«« To glitter on the diadem. 

Herrin. I 

% Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band, | 
Not obvious, not obtruſive, ſhe 

« No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings ; 

«« Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 

& Profane thy inborn royalty of mind: 


k The bloods of the Stuarts and of the Tudors were united by the mu. 
riage of a King of Scotland to a daughter of Henry VII. 
i The father of the laſt named king, married the daughter of Beaufort 


Duke of Somerſet. 
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« She reveres herſelf and thee. 

« With modeſt pride to grace thy youthful brow 
he laureate wreath that Cecil wore ſhe brings 
And to thy juſt, thy gentle hand 

„ Submits the faſces of her ſway, 

While ſpirits bleſt above and men below 
Join with glad voice the loud ſymphonious lay. 
| GRAND CHORUS, 

„ Thro? the wild waves as they roar, 

Wich watchful eye and dauntleſs mien 

« Thy ſteady courſe of honour keep, 

Nor fear the rocks, nor ſeek the ſhore : 
The ſtar of Brunſwick ſmiles ſerene, 

And gilds the horrors of the deep. 
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BY * HE SAME. 
N Britain's iſle, no matter where, 

An ancient pile of building ſtands : 


The Huntingdons and Hattons there 
Employ'd the power of fairy hands 


To raiſe the cieling's fretted height, 
Each pannel in achievements cloathing, 
Rich windows that exclude the light, 


And paſſages that lead to nothing. 


Full oft within the ſpacious walls, 
When he had fifty winters o'er him, 
My grave lord keeper * led the brawls : 
The ſeal, and maces, danc'd before him. 


| [ His buſhy-beard, and ſhoe-ſtrings green, 

. His high crown hat, and ſattin doublet, 

| Mov'd the ſtout heart of England's queen, 
Tho? Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it, 


What, in the very firſt beginning ! . 
Shame of the verſifying tribe! | 
Your hiſt'ry whither are you ſpinning ? 
Can you do nothing but deſcribe ? 


k Hatton, preferred by Queen Elizabeth, for his graceful perſon and 
fine dancing, | 


A houſe 


and 


ouſe 


1 


A houſe there is (and that's enough) 
From whence one fatal morning iſſues, 
A brace of warriors, not in buff, 

But ruſtling in their ſilks and tiſſues. 


The firſt came cap-a- pee from France 
Her conqu'ring deſtiny fulfilling, 
Whom meaner beauties eye aſkance, 
And vainly ape her art of killing. 


The other Amazon kind heaven 
Had arm'd with ſpirit, wit, and ſatire: 
But Cobham had the poliſh given, 
And tipp'd her arrows with good-nature. 


To celebrate her eyes her air 


Coarſe panegyricks would but teize her; ; 
_ Meliſſa is her nom de guerre, | 


Alas, who would not wiſh to pleaſe her ! 


rat oe eee he rn 


With bonnet blue and capuchine, 
And aprons long they hide their armour, 
And veil'd their weapons bright and keen 
In pity to the country-farmer, 


Fame in the traps of Mr, P—t 
(By this time all the pariſh know it) 
Had told, that thereabouts there lurk'd 
A wicked imp they call a poet, 
I 3 
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Who prowl'd the country far and near, 
Bewitch'd the children of the peaſants, 
Dry'd up the cows, and lam'd the deer, 
And ſuck'd the eggs and kill'd the pheaſants, 


My lady heard their joint petition, 
Swore by her coronet and ermine, 
She'd iſſue out her high commiſſion . 
To rid the manor of ſuch vermin. 


The heroines undertook the taſk, 
Thro' lanes unknown, o'er ſtiles they ventur'd, 
Rap'd at the door, nor ſtay'd to aſk, 
But bounce into the parlour enter'd. 


The trembling family they daunt, 
"They flirt, they fing, they laugh, they tattle, 
Rummage his mother, pinch his aunt, 

And up ſtairs in a whirlwind rattle. 


Each hole and cupboard they explore, 
Each creek and cranny of his chamber, 
Run hurry-ſkurry round the floor, 
And ofer the bed and teſter clamber : 
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Into the drawers and china pry, 
Papers and books, a huge imbroglio! 
Under a tea-cup he might lie, 
Or creas'd, like dogs-ears, in a folio, 
On 


i 


On the firſt marching of the troops, 
The muſes, hopeleſs of his pardon, 

Convey'd him underneath their hoops 

To a ſmall cloſet in the garden. 


80 Rumor ſays. (Who will, believe.) 
But that they left the door a jar, 

Where, ſafe and laughing in his ſleeve, 
He heard the diſtant din of war. 


Short was his joy. He little knew, 
The power of Magic was no fable. 
Out of the window, whiſk, they flew, 
But left a ſpell upon the table, 


The words too eager to unriddle 
The poet felt a ſtrange diſorder : 
Tranſparent birdlime form'd the middle, 
And chains inviſible the border. 


So cunning was the apparatus, 
The powerful pothooks did ſo move him, 
That, will he, nill he, to the great-houſe 


He went, as if the devil drove him. 


Yet on his way (no ſign of grace, 
For folks in fear are apt to pray) 

To Phoebus he prefer'd his caſe, | 
And begg'd his aid that dreadful day. 
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The godhead would have back'd his quarrel, 
But with a bluſh on recollection 

Own'd, that his quiver and his laurel 
Gainſt four ſuch eyes were nd protection. 


The court was fate, the culprit there, 

Forth from their gloomy manſions creeping 
The lady Janes and Joans repair; 

And from the gallery ſtand peeping : 


nene 


Such as in ſilence of the night 

Come (ſweep) along ſome winding entry 
(' Styack has often ſeen the fight) 

Or at the chappel-door ſtand ſentry ; 


In peaked hoods and mantlets tarniſh'd;, » 
Sour viſages, enough to ſcare ye, 

High dames of honour once, that garniſh'd 
The drawing-room,of fierce queen Mary! 


The peereſs comes. The audience ſtare, 
And doff their hats with due ſubmiſſion ; 
She curtſies, as ſhe takes her chair, 
To all the people of condition, 
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The bard with many an artful fib, 
Had in imagination fenc'd him, = 

Diſprov'd the arguments of! Squib, 
And all that ® Groom could urge againſt him, 


TE 
LY 


1 The Houſe-keeper, m Groom of the Chambers. 
But 
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But ſoon his rhetorick forſook him, 
When he the ſolemn hall had ſeen; 

A ſudden fit of ague ſhook him, 

He ſtood as mute as poor n Macleane. 


Yet ſomething he was heard to mutter, 

«« How in the park beneath an old-tree 
4% (Without deſign to hurt the butter, 

« Cr any malice to the poultry,) 


«« He once or twice, had pen'd a ſonnet ; 
„Vet hop'd, that he might ſave his bacon : 
« Numbers would give their oaths upon it, 
«© He ne'er was for a conj'ror taken.“ 


The ghoſtly prudes, with hagged face, 
Already had condemn'd the ſinner. 

My lady roſe, and with a grace — 
She ſmil'd, and bid him come to dinner. 


rc Jeſu-Maria! madam Bridget, 

« Why, what can the vicounteſs mean? 
(Cried the ſquare hoods in woeful fidget) 

% The times are alter'd quite and clean! 


® The Steward, 


A famous highwayman, hanged the week before. 


Decorum's 


| 


. 


Decorum's turn'd to mere civility ; 
Her air and all her manners ſhew it, 
« Commend me to her affability ! 
Speak to a commoner and poet! 


Here 500 flanzas are loft.) 


And ſo God fave our noble king, 

And guard us from long winded lubbers, 
That to eternity would ſing, 

And keep my lady from her rubbers. 
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| THE FATAL SISTERS:* . AN ODE. 
OW the ſtorm begins to lower: 


F | of 
| N (Haſte, the loom of Hell prepare,) | q 
P Iron leet of arrowy ſhower | 
| 42 Hurtles in the darken'd air. 


RBY-THE SAM FE. 


| © The Valkyriur were female Divinities, Servants of Odin or Woden 
| in the Gothic mythology : Their name ſignifies Chuſors of the ſlain. They 
| | were mounted on ſwift horſes, with drawn ſwords in their hands; and in 
the throng of battle, ſelected ſuch as were deſtined to Naughter, and con- 
ducted them to Valkalla, (the hall of Odin, or paradiſe of the brave) 
where they attended the banquet, and ſerved the departed Heroes with 
horns-of mead and ale, ; 
P How quick they wheel'd ; and flying behind them ſhot 
Sharp fleet of arrowy ſhower Milton's Paradiſe Regain'd. 
2 The noiſe of battle hurtled in the air, Shakeſpear's Jul. Cæſar. 
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Glittering 
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Glittering lances are the loom, 
Where the duſky warp we ſtrain, 
Weaving many a ſoldier's doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane, 


See the grieſly texture grow 

Tis of human entrails made, 
And the weights, that play below, 
Each a gaſping Warrior's head, 


Shafts for ſhuttles, dipt in gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords along 

Sword, that once a Monarch bore, 
Keep the tiſſue cloſe and ſtrong ! 


Miſta black, terrific Maid, 
Sangrida, and Hilda ſee ! 
Join the wayward work to aid: 

Tis the woof of victory. 


Ere the ruddy ſun be ſet, 
Pikes muſt ſhiver, javelins ſing, 
Blade with clattering buckler meet, 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


(Weave the crimſon web of war) 
Let us go, and let us fly, 

Where our Friends the conflict ſhare, 
Where they triumph, where they die. 


( 124 ) 


As the paths of Fate we tread, 
Wading thto? th* enſanguin'd field, 
Gondula and Geira, ſpread 
O'er the youthful King your ſhield. 


We the reins to ſlaughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare : 

Spite of danger he ſhall live. 
(Weave the crimſon web of war.) 


They, whom once the deſart-beacli 
Pent within its bleak domain, 
Soon their ample ſway ſhall ſtretch 

O'er the plenty of the plain. 


Low the dauntleſs Earl is laid, 

Gor'd with many a gaping wound, 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 

Soon a King ſhall bite the ground, 


Long his loſs ſhall “ Eirin weep, 
Ne'er again his likeneſs ſee ; 

Long her ftrains in ſorrow ſteep, 
Strains of Immortality! 


Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the ſun, 

Siſters, weave the web of death ; 
Siſters, ceaſe, the work 1s done, 
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Hail the taſk, and hail the hands ! 
Songs of joy and triumph ſing ; 

Joy to the victorious bands, 

Triumph to the younger King, 


Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 
Learn the tenour of our ſong. 
Scotland, thro? each winding vale 

Far and wide the notes prolong. 


Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed : 
Each her thundering faulchion wield ; 
; nn Each beſtride her ſable ſeed. 


Hurry, hurry to the field, 
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THE DESENT OF ODIN: AN ODE. 


Oe OT ON OO 


FROM THE NORSE TONGUE, . 


BY THE SAME. 


PROSE. the King of Men with ſpeed, 
And ſaddled ftraight his coal-black ſteed. 

Down the yawning ſteep he rode, 

That leads to Hela's drear abode, 

Him the Dog of Darkneſs ſpied ; 

His ſhaggy throat he open'd wide, 

While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 

Foam and human gore diſtill'd: 

Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ; 

And long purſues, with fruitleſs yell, 

The Father of the powerful ſpell. 

Onward ſtill his way he takes, 

(The groaning earth beneath him ſhakes,) 


I 


s Niftheimr, the hell of the Gothic nations, conſiſted of nine worlds, 
to which were conſigned all ſuch as died of fickneſs, old age, or by any 
ether means than in battle: Over it preſided Helo, the Godgeſs of Death. 


Till 
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Till full before his fearleſs eyes — 
The portals nine of Hell ariſe. 


Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 
By the moſs-grown pile he ſate, 
Where long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 
Thrice he trac'd the Runic rhyme ; 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verſe that wakes the Dead: 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a ſullen ſound. 


Px. What call unknown, what charms preſume 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? 
Who thus afflicts my troubled ſpright, 
And drags me from the realms of night ? 
Long on theſe mouldering bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driving rain ? 
Let me, let me ſleep again. 
Who is he, with voice unbleſt, 
That calls me from the bed of reſt ? 


O. A Traveller, to thee unknown, 
Is he that calls, a warrior's ſon. 


Thou the deeds of light ſhall know ; 
Tell me what is done below, 


For 
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For whom yon glittering board is ſpread, 
Dreſt for whom yon golden bed. 


Pa. Mantling in the goblet ſee + 
The pure beverage of the bee, 
O'er it hangs the ſhield of gold: 
*T1s the drink of Balder bold: 
Balder's head to death 1s given. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heaven ! 
Unwilling I my lips uncloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


O. Once again my call obey. 
Propheteſs, ariſe, and ſay, 
What dangers Odin's Child await, 
Who the Author of his fate, 


Pr. In Hoder's hand the Heroe's doom, 
His brother ſends him to the tomb. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe, 


O. Propheteſs, my ſpell obey, 
Once again ariſe and ſay, 
Who th* Avenger of his guilt, 
By whom ſhall Hoder's blood be ſpilt. 
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Pa. In the caverns of the weſt, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 
A wonderous Boy ſhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven-hair, 
Nor waſh his viſage in the ſtream, 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam; 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſmile 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe: 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


O. Yet a while my call obey. 
Propheteſs, awake, and ſay, 
What Virgins theſe, in ſpeechleſs woe, 
That bend to earth their ſolemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, 
And ſnowy veils, that float in air. 
Tell me whence their ſorrows roſe. 


Then I leave thee to repoſe. 


Pe. Ha! no Traveller art thou, 
King of Men, I know thee now ; 
Mightieſt of a mighty line 


O. No boding Maid of {kill divine 
Art thou, nor propheteſs of good, 
But mother of the giant-brood. 


PR. Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home, 


That never ſhall Enquirer come 
Pol. III. K Ts 


Ps, 


( 130 ) 


To break my iron-ſleep again; 

Till * Lok has burſt his tenfold chain. 
Never, till ſubſtantial Night 

Has reaſſum'd her ancient right ; 

Till wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
Sinks the frabric of the world. 
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THE TRIUMPHS OF "OWEN; 
A FRAGMENT, 


FROM THE WELCH, 
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WEN's praiſe demands my ſong, 
Owen ſwift and Owen ſtrong, 
Faireſt flower of Roderic's ſtem, 
» Gwyneth's ſhield, and Britain's gem, 


t Lok is the evil Being, who continues in chains till the Twilight df 
the God approaches, when he ſhall break his confinement z. the human 
race, the flars, and ſun, ſhall diſappear ; the earth fink in the ſeas, and 
and fire conſume the ſkies even Odin himſelf and his kindred Gods fhal 
periſh, For a further explanation of this mythology, ſee Mallet's Intro- 
1 duction to the Hiſtory of Denmark, 1755, Quarto, 
| u Owen ſucceeded his father Griffin in the principality of Nor- 
| Wales, A. D. 1120, This battle was fought near forty years afterwards 2 
w North- Wales, +» ants | 
He 
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He nor heaps his brooded ſtores, 
Nor on all profuſely pours ; 
Lord of every legal art, 
Liberal hand and open heart. 


Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came: 
-+ This the force of * Eirin hiding: 
Side by ſide as proudly riding, 
On her ſhadow long and yay, 
Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 
There the Norman fails afar 
Catch the winds, and join the war, 
Black and huge along they ſweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 


Dauntleſs on his native ſands 
2 The dragon Son of Mona ſtands 
In glittering arms and glory dreſt, 
High he rears his ruby creſt. 
There the thundering ſtrokes begin, 
There the preſs, and there the din ; 


icht of Talymalfra's rocky ſhore 

_—_— Echoing to the battle's roar. 

as . . * 

2 Where his glowing eye- balls turn, 

10 Thouſand Banners round him burn. 

North» x Ireland. vy Denmark, 

wards, 2 The red Dragon is the device of Cadwallader, which all his deſcend- 


ants bore on their banners, 
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Where he points his purple ſpear, . 
Haſty, haſty Rout is there; | 
Marking with indignant eye 

Fear to ſtop, and ſhame to fly. 

There Confuſion, Terror's child, 

Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild, 

Agony, that pants for breath, 

Deſpair and honourable Death, **** * 
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IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD IN KENT, 
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O! where this ſilent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mother ſleeps, 
A heart, within whoſe ſacred cell 
The peaceful virtues lov'd to dwell : 
Affection warm and faith ſincere, 
And ſoft humanity were there. 
In agony, in death, reſign'd, 
She felt the wound ſhe left behind: 
Her infant image, here below, 
Sits ſmiling on a father's woe : 


Whom 


hom 
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Whom what awaits, while thus he ſtrays 

Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang to ſecret ſorrow dear, 

A ſigh, an unavailing tear, 

Till Time ſhall every grief remove, gee 
With life, with memory, and with love, 
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AN INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED RACE, 
MDCCLXIII. 


WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BATH, 


GAIN the balmy Zephyr blows, 
. Freſh verdure decks the grove, 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love. 


Ye gentle warblers hither fly, 
And ſhun the noon-tide heat ; 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply, 
My groves a fafe retreat. 
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Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Or weave the moſſy neſt ; 

Here rove and ſing the live- long day, 
At night here ſweetly reft. + 


Amidſt this cool tranſlucent rill, 
| That trickles down the glade, 
x Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the ſhade, 
$ 


No ſchoolboy rude, to miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhews his ruddy face, 

Or twangs his bow, oz hurls a ſtone 
In this ſequeſtered place, 


Hither the vocal Thruſh repairs, . 
Secure the Linnet ſings, : 

The Goldfinch dreads no ſlimy ſnares, 
To clog her painted wings, | = 


Sad Philomel ! ah quit thy haunt, 
Yon diſtant woods * among, 

And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy fweetly-plaintive ſong. 


Let not the harmleſs Red-breaſt fear, 
Domeſtic bird, to come 

And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 

With one that loves his home. 


« Warley woods, 


My 
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My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall ſtore of fruit preſerve ; 

O let me thus your friendſhip bribe! 
Come feed without reſerve, 


For you theſe cherries I protect, 
To you theſe plums belong ; 

Sweet is the fruit that you have pick'd, 
But ſweeter far your ſong. | 


Let then this league betwixt us made, 
Our mutual intereſts guard, 


Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhade, 
Your ſongs be my reward. 


UNDER AN HOUR-GLASS, 


IN A GROTTO NEAR THE WATER AT CLAVERTON, 


BY THESE ANF, 


HIS bubbling ſtream not uninſtructive flows, 

Nor idly loiters to its deſtin'd main, 

Each flower it feeds that on its margin grows, 
And bids thee bluth, whoſe days are ſpent in vain, 


Nor void of moral, tho? unheeded, glides 
Time's current ftealing on with filent haſte ; 
For lo! each falling ſand his folly chides, 
| Wholets one precious moment run to waſte, 
; K 4 ' 
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ON THE ANCIENT CITY. UF..-SATH: . 
WRITTEN ON THE FINISHING THE CIRCUS, : 

2 
 B 2 © d T 
| D 
”" NF IDST flowery meads and Avon's winding floods, D 
Romantic ki!!;, wild rocks, and pendent woods, v 
Behold fair Bath her ſtately front advance, T 
In all the pomp of Latian elegance ! T 
The hills that riſe in rich profuſion round, A 
With gardens deck'd, or ſplendid villas crown'd! | D 
There Health and Pleaſure hand in hand appear, B 
And ſmiling weave their roſeate arbours there. Fr 
Deep in their moſly cells beneath theſe hills, Pr 
The bounteous Naiads form the guſhing rills. A 
There various ſprings their mineral virtues blend, At 


And warm in falutary ſtreams deſcend ; 
Theſe ſtreams to mortals balmy health reſtore, 
The Gout grows mild, and Cholics are no more. 
Here languid nymphs regain the bloom of May, 
Here cripples dance and hurl the crutch away. 
Hither, with laviſh hand, freſh peaſants bring 
The fruits of Autumn and the flowers of Spring; 
Vhilſt lowing herds from richeſt paſtures, pour 
The draught ſalubrious in their milky ſore 
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Each bird of various plume that haunts the wood, 
Or wings the heath, or dives the liquid flood, 
The ſpreading ſea fiſh and the ſcaly fry 
Contiguous coaſts or neighbouring ſtreams ſupply. 
Thus Art and Nature join in friendly ſtrife, 
To ſhower on Bath the blandiſhments of life. 

Oh Bath ! thrice happy if to man *twere given 


To enjoy with temperate uſe the gifts of heaven! 


Didſt thou thy partial fate but truly prize, 
Didſt thou increaſe in virtue as in ſize ; 

Were Luxury baniſh'd with each baneful Vice, 
Th' infernal arts of Scandal, Cards, and Dice 
The vagrant herds that every ſtreet infeſt, 

And Inſolence, with vigorous care ſuppreſs'd ; 
Did no baſe miſcreants, to themſelves unjuſt, 
By mean exactions liberal minds diſguſt; 

From diſtant counties Thanes in crowds ſhould fly, 
Proud in thy domes to ſhun the wint'ry ſky. 
Auguſta's ſelf ſhould have deſerted ſtand, 

And Bath poſſeſs the riches of the land. 
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Fron, the fair gardens of the blooming Eaſt 

he roſy hours lead forth the purple Spring, 
And the North brightens with a warmer bluſh. 
From heav'n deſcending, thro? the foſt'ring deeps 
The vegitative Spirit breathes her pow'rs, 

And Earth prepares her fragrance. Now, ye ſwains, 
Now ſeize the happy ſeaſon : urge your toils; 
And pour the future harve!: o'er the fields. 

And ye, bleſt youths, and virgins of the lawn, 
Who watch the paſtures, and make flocks your care ; 
And taſte the joys a golden world might boaſt, 

By murm'ring rivers, and by warbling groves ; 
Hear, while the Shepherd tunes his rural reed 

With ftrains he learn'd from venerable Seers, 

Whom the great Shepherd lov'd, and taught to ſing. 
With love the ſong begins, with love it ends, 


O come, 
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O come, ye chaſte and fair; come old and young, 
Whoſe ears are ready, and whoſe hearts are pure; 
Drink deep of Happineſs, drink Health and Peace, 
From the ſweet fountains of eternal Love. 
See the bright bleſſings ſtreaming from the ſkies ! 
Hear the glad waters murm'ring as they flow ! 
Ye deſarts, ſing! ye groves, freſh garlands wear! 
Ye hills remurmur, and ye vales reſound! 

Ere the Almighty in his balance weigh'd 
The pond*rous heay*ns and earth ; before the ſtars 
Flam'd thro? the glowing concave, and the maſs 
Of recent matter own'd th* IMpeRtal Wok p, 
In all its virgin forms, Wrspom pivixe 
Preſented gracious to the SovęREION SIRE 
The great Idea. He, pure ſource of love, 
For ever gracious, righteous, and the ſame ; 
Delighting always in the beauteous works 
Of Wiſdom, his bleſt offspring, pleas'd, confeſs'd 
The filial Godhead ; everlaſting glory 
And pow'r ordaining for the lamb, and peace 
For man's predeſtin'd race: Heav'n's awful thrones 
Confirm'd th? eternal covenant, and Grace 
Celeſtial ſmil'd. The all- creating Word 
Then iſſu'd forth; he gave the high command, 
And the bright image of the voice appear'd 
Completely fair and good, reflecting full 
The ſtrong Ideas in th” eternal mind. 

The Word was Love ; Love was the ſacred law, 
Which form'd, and held the whole in ſwcet accord; 


And 


r 


And ſtill had held: But Hate, infernal Hate “, So 
Dire oppoſite ! elate with dragon Pride, W. 
Arming Confuſion, evil againſt good, a ' Ar 
Obſcur'd the fair Creation, and defac'd In 
Heav'n's beauteous image ; till the arm of God In 
Drove Darkneſs to her place, the ſacred Light, Ne 
Gracious, reſtoring : often ſtain'd, but fill Yo 
With brighter beams reſtor'd. Victorious, he Sw 
Renew'd th' immortal image loſt, renew'd Yo 
In greater glory; and, ſuperior, till | 
Working, controuls Confuſion with his laws. Bri 

O ſhun the felon fiend, ye gentle ſwains ; Bri 
Ye nymphs, preſerve your boſoms from his rage. Un 
A foe to Innocence and Peace he comes ; , 
A foe to Beauty, Harmony, and Heav'n. Wy 
Envy and Luſt, Deſpair and Death he brings Ani 
And low Self-love, and long enduring pain. Un! 
O watch, ye Silvans, leſt the ſavage boar 1 
Deface your lawns, and ſtain your filver ſprings. Att 
Ye nymphs, watch well your gardens? vernal pride; See 
Leſt blights and reptiles, and intemp'rate heats Fro 
Lay waſte your lilies, and defile your blooms. x Age 
High Heav'n your fair endeavours ſhall approve, Anc 
And ſpeed your labours, and reward your cares. The 
Mild ev*ning ſuns ſhall gild your proſp'rous groves z "0 

b Hate, infernal Hate, dire Oppoſite !] From the name Satan; the Enemy; Glaz 


Adveriary ; Oppoler 3 he who hates. 


Soft 


my 3 


Soft 
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Soft ſhow'rs deſcending ſhall refreſh your plains : 
With ſweeter muſic ſhall your fountains flow, 
And Autumn heap his golden bounties round, 
In vain the wolf ſhall haunt your nightly folds ; 
In vain fell lions ſhall your herds annoy. 
No grief ſhall burden, and no loſs diſtreſs 
Your morning labours, or your ev'ning ſongs. 
Sweet-ſmiling Hope ſhall ſow your fruitful fields ; 
Your flocks ſhall flouriſh, and your herds ſhall thrive. 
But bring, ye Shepherds, bring an off'ring due: 
Bring righteous Heav'n the ſacrifice requir'd : 
Bring honour, truth ; bring gentleneſs of heart, 
Unbroken vows, and love for ever pure. 
Ye graceful virgins, join the feſtive train, 
With all the ſweet ſimplicity of dreſs, 
And ſwell the votive ſong, and joyful bring 
Unſpotted faith and innocence of heart. 
Hear the glad voice ! the Prince of Shepherds bids; 
Attend the bridegroom at the joyous feaſt. 
See Beauty riſing, fair without a ſtain e, 
From living lakes, and confecrated ftreams ! 
Age ſmiles renew'd : the wint'ry ſtorms are o'er, 
And a mild ſpirit breathes along the ſky. 
The olive ſhoots ; the vine expands her gems ; 
And the dove murm'ring wakes the groves to love, 
Here, where tall beeches ſpread, and glitt'ring ſtreams 
Glance a cool radiance on the wand'ring eye; 


' © Emblems of baptiſm, and the Chriſtian ſtate. 
Vhere 


—— 


1 
Where light diſports in all the pride of Spring, 


And flocks, and herds, and ſhepherds crown the ſcene: 


Alternate ſongs ſhall charm your ſmiling hours : 
Alternate ſongs ſhall ſing in various verſe 

The ſhepherd's honours, and the bridegroom's praiſe. 
O ſtil}, Great Shepherd, feed thy facred flocks, 

By living ſprings, in ever-blooming meads |! 

And O, bright glory, from thy radiant throne d 
Come forth, and gild with light thy ſtarry train, 


And life irradiate ! fing the bridegroom great ; 


Ye choirs harmonious ! ſing th* immortal crown; - 
The bride's fair honours, wi the bridegroom's love, 
High is the heav'n, and deep th? abyſs below, 
Gentle the lamb, and fierce the rage of fire. 
But love, not heav'n's empyreal heights can bound, 
Nor the deep darkneſs of the vait abyſs. 
And know, ye virgins, know, ye graceful ſwains, 
Know, ye proud temples, and the humbler ſhrines, 
Love unprofan'd is gentle as the lamb ; 
But, fierce as fire, deſtroys with jealous rage 
Th' unhollow'd temple, and the heart impure. 
Bring grateful odours ; pour freſh fragrance round e: 
Let facred incenſe breathe in ev'ry pale ! 's 


4 O, bright glory, &c.] The ſpiritual ets of which the material light 


is the emblem, 


e Bring grateful odours, &c.] The merits and perfections of Cur 137, 
Theſe were repreſented under the law by aromatics, (perfumes, incenſe, 
c. Under Chriſtianity, they Ggnify the virtues and graces of believers 


« For we are unto God a ſweet iavour of CARIS T.“ 2 Cor. 2. 1 


Fo 
Bring 


light 
157. 
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ring 


6 143 ) 


Bring living waters: open all the ſprings , 
That cleanſe defilement with ablution ſweet ! 
Lo, the bleſt incenſe riſes to the ſkies ! 
In copious ſtreams the living waters flow ! 
A light divine inveſts each radiant forms; 
And every beauty blooms, and charms anew ! 
But O, pray ſuppliant, what new ſtains ſhall riſe, 
For ſtains will riſe, may vaniſh, nor reſiſt 
b The bright'ning ſpirit, and refining fire. 


ANT H. 


SO ſung the Shepherd in the fragrant vale; 
Nor ſung from fancy, nor what heathen lore, 
Darkling, corrupted from the ſacred page 
Of everlaſting truth, and blindly ſtole 
From God's own altar, to bedeck the ſhrine 
Of the grand adverſary, Nymphs and ſwains, 
Shepherds and matrons, from the plains and groves, 
From bubbling fountains, and from echoing hills, 
Attend the ſong ; and, kindling into ſenſe, 


f Bring living waters, &c.] Typical ablutions and effuſions of Water, 
For the laſt, 1 Sam. 7. 6, 

8 A light divine inveſts, &c.] Ve are the light of the world, Mat. 5. 14. 
To her (the bride) was granted, that ſhe ſhould be arrayed in fine linen, 
clean and whitez for the fine linen is the righteouſneſs of Laints, 
Rev. 19. 8. 

u See note & brighter ſun, &c. Part III. line 80. 


Wild 


| C444 [3 
Wild ſatyrs hear, and ſavages grow tame. 


Such are the charms of truth, and verſe divine. 
; 6 * . Ot 
| Pleas'd with the ſcene, again he tunes the voice W. 
Of mild Inſtruction, and invokes the po- r v. 
Of ſacred Harmony — O raiſe my verſe, . 
Spirit of Righteouſneſs, and Peace, and Love! Of 
To ſing the glory, oft by thee declar'd, Wi 
In facred ſongs to prieſts and prophets old. 
| ; | | Of 
| Open, ye heav'ns, and pour down righteouſneſs ; Of 
| And bring ſalvation forth, thou roſeate Earth! Me 
| And lo, the everlaſting prince ! He comes ; Ma 
Great, without ſin ; in innocence auguſt ; Th 
With all the pomp of meek humility; * 


The rocks pour nectar, and the barren wild 


| Eſſential light and truth! at his approach The 
| 
| Breathes ſweet with incenſe, and his glory ſings. 


| Him ſings delighted Nature. The fair heav'ns By t 
With his own harmony reſound his praiſe ; v 
| Their myſtic dance he governs : He directs Ye } 
| The flaming choirs thro” their eternal round; 'Thre 
| And all their gorgeous palaces of gold Whe 
| Suſtains, with adamantine columns, wrought op 
* In the ſun's radiant mines, fluid yet firm, Shall 
| Still changing, ſtill the ſame. Him, raptur'd ſings Of 

i The Shepherd reſuming the ſong, which he continues to the Hymn of k 7 


Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, Part 3. 
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The ſeraph, kindling in the holy flame 

Of heaven's high altar, where the Lamb of God 
Was ſlain before all time; in time to bleed 

Upon the croſs for man, a man, than gold * 
More precious! Perſon wonderful! High branch! 
Of God's eternal eſſence, blooming fair 

With earth's bleſt fruit ambroſial! The great Peer n 
Of heav'n's Almighty ! Such the covenant 

Of ſworn Jehovah. Before thee, ſupreme 
Meſſiah, Saviour, thee beloved ſon ! 

Man ſhall rejoice with trembling ; man ſhall fing 
Thy wond'rous generation, and high deeds 
Vindictive of thy father's throne aſſail'd; 

The dragon dire, by thine almighty arm, 

And rebel hoſt from the bright tow'rs of heav'n 
Driv'n headlong, and in chains of darkneſs bound 
By thee, great conqueror of death and hell. 

With loftier ſounds then ſwell the ſolemn ſong, 
Ye heav'ns! and thou, O favour'd earth, rejoice 
Thro' all thy meadows, and thro? all thy hills, 
Where flow thy rivers, and thy paſtures ſpread : 
For the great Shepherd reigns. His godlike care 
Shall guard the ſhepherds and protect the folds, 

O ſwell, ye fountains, and deſcending ſing 


& Than gold more precious. ] If. 13. 12. 
1 High branch. ] If. 4. 2. 
= The great peer. ] Zech. 13. To 


"Yo. I, | L 
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Peace to the paſtures round, Ye bleating flocks, 
Clothe the pleas'd hills with harmony. Ye herds, 
Pour your glad lowings thro? the echoing groves. 
Ye woodlands, chaunt with the ſweet breath of May 
Your ſoft aerial ſongs. The rural pipe 
Its jocund notes ſhall join, and paſtoral verſe 
Of nymphs and ſwains reſponſive ; whilſt with joy 
Her milky off”rings the full heifer brings, 
And the bee haſtes to waft her golden ſtore. 

Theſe high rewards the Prince of Peace ordain'd 
For his bleſt votaries, and life and joy 
For all who love his laws. But ſay, ah ſay, 


Whence this diſaſtrous change ? why lours the ſky ? W. 
Why ſhriek the wood-nymphs on the mountain's brow ? In 
Wide flaſh the flaming heav'ns; the black*ning ſtorm 5 : 
Deſcends with vollying thunder: fierce and loud 

Burſts the ſtrong torrent o'er the weeping plains. pt 
Diſtemper dire aſſaults the fleecy folds ; 8 
And the griev'd ſtalls lament, as pines the bull 1. 
Wich ſlow diſeaſe, or, ſudden ruſhing down 7 
Pours out his agonizing life in groans. I's 
Arms, horrid arms, fright dove-ey'd Peace away. wh 
See, Terror ſtalks at large! His baleful trump . 
Unnerves the nations: Famine, at his heels, Þ 
Curs'd hell-hound, follows. Rocks th' aſtoniſh'd earth _ 
With fierce convulſions thro? her vaulted round, rel 


And mourn her mountains, and her lofty tow'rs, 
And her ſons pale with horror, and fair dames, 


And 


And 


E 
And temples, and proud palaces, in floods 


Of roaring fires and waters, from the day 
Deſcending dreadful to the dark abyſs. 
O, let me ſeek the city's ſacred height, 
Whoſe walls eternal, on foundations firm, 
No gulphs e'er threaten, and no ſtorms can ſhake! 
Whoſe gates are glory, and ſalvation ſtrong 
Her tow'ring Bulwark. Where forever ſhines 
The light himſelf, ador'd, and on the juſt 
Pours an unfading beam, completing al! 
The prophets promiſe, and the patriarchs? hope, 
Ye ſeats celeſtial ; to your bright domains 
Wing'd with new fire my ſpirit ſeems to riſe 
In holy viſion, as, by faith renew'd, 
I draw high raptures from the ſacred leaves 
Of inſpiration. Thro' th* Heſperian groves u 
Of blooming EDEN now I ſeem to range, 
And catch warm tranſports, as th“ Immortal choirs, 
Or tune the harp, or animate the ſong. 
Now, higher rapt, with ardent faith I fee 
The river pouring from the throne of God 
It's tide of bleſſings, and the tree of life, 
Whoſe leaves ſhall heal the nations, off” ring fair 
Her fruits myſterious. Now to deſerts drear 
Pm borne, and booths of palm, and mountains wild, 
Where prieſts and prophets, and the choſen flock 
Fellow'd their godlike leader, like young bulls 


» Heſperian.] From Heſh Peri, Gen. 1. 11. Tranſlated fruit-tree. 
L 2 And 


8 
And horned rams, exulting on the hills, 
And glorying in their God. But ah! how oft 
To change their living glory, and his wrath 
Inflicted feel beneath the waſting ſword 
Of heathen lords, for purer rites profan'd 
With foul idolatry, and darkneſs deep 
Prefer'd to God's clear light! Now, fix'd I hear 
The harbinger of him, the Lamb of God, 
Who frees the world from fin, in rough attire, 
Midſt ſavage deferts, to his audience fierce 
Preaching repentance, and the fruits of faith; 
Or later confeſſors, to tyrants ſtern, 
And unbelieving Iſrael, e'en in flames 
Singing ſalvation, and the croſs of Chriſt. 
© For the fierce nations that refuſe thy laws, 
Nor pay obedience to thy regal throne, 
Kingdoms and potentates ſhall periſh all, ? 
And faith in thee alone confirm the tribes 1 
In ſure eſtabliiament and ſacred peace. 


o For the fierce nations, &c. ] The Shepherd in this ſtrong apoſtrophe, as 
in rapture, * aſſumes the character of a ſuffering confeſſur z which he ſuſ- 
tains to the end of this canto, deducing his doQtrine in an indirect man- 
ner from the ſcene of diſtreſs and miſery repreſented above. 

* See Longinus, Cap. 23. 

p Sha! periſh all.] If. 60. 12. For the nation and kingdom that 
will not ſerve thee ſhall periſh ; yea thoſe nations ſhall be utterly waſted. 

Aud faith in thee alone, &c. ] If. 7. 9. If ye will not believe, ſurely 
ye ſal not be eſtabliſa'd. 
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Feed then, ye ſhepherds, feed the church of God, 
Which his own blood had purchas'd! O, ye kings, 
Ye royal ſhepherds, ſhield the beauteous plant, V 
And all her maiden flow 'rets from the ſtorms, j 
From birds and beaſts obſcene ! guard her from all 
Th abominations of the ſcarlet whore, 

From the foul harpy's claw, and all the brood 

Of many-headed monſters, who diſgrace | | 
The God of Order, with confuſion wild, 

And anarchy profane ; or dare attempt 

Heav'n's adamantine walls, their guardian God 
Unworſhip'd uninvok'd thy ſaving name, 

Fair light of heaven, and glory of the earth, 
The leading day-ſtar, and the living way ! 


2 wo, oo” ooo oo» 


PART I. 


BELIEVE and live. Th' imperial edict ſaid : ' 
And all was peace, and harmony, and love. 
_ Search the bright volume; trace th' eternal truth, 
(al. Inſcrib'd with adamant on leaves of gold. 
. High heav'n ordain'd it, and the ſanction gave; 
And angels bore the ſacred charge to earth. 

Then fair Perfection ſmil'd; immortal youth 


that Led with the roſe-lip'd hours the circling dance, 


ted. 
urely | a 
t Adamant— geld.] Emblems of light, purity, and perfection. 

Feed . 3 And 
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And God ſaw all was good. But faithleſs man 
From the ſtrong glory turn'd his eye aſide, 
Nor fear'd to violate the fatal tree 
Of knowledge, interdicted: Yet by heav'n 
Planted, Full fair of ſemblance, in the reach 
Of Liberty's free arm, to dignify 
Her purer gold with the imperial ſtamp 
Of ſacred merit. Tell it not, ye winds ! 
He quits th' immortal fruits, the feaſts divine, 1 
Ambroſial joys, and tables of the gods, L 
To gorge with ſerpents foul, and dev'ls impure ; 1 
Already dying. Then Perfection fair, V 
And her bright ſiſter Beauty, ſwift withdrew / R 
To heav'n's high courts; and, rav'ning their vile prey, A 
Horror and Death, and ev'ry ghaſtly ſhape 
Of deſolation, from their dreadful den, 
Ruſh'd hideous o'er the earth: Thro' Nature's tribes 
An univerſal groan, portentous, dire, 
Loaded with woe was heard, and long to laſt, 

Search the bright volume; trace th” eternal truth, 
Inſcrib'd with adamant on leaves of gold. 

What high benevolence, what ſacred hand, 
Propitious now, ſhall pour the healing balm, 
Raiſe languid nature as ſhe bleeding lies 
Beneath the ſerpent-ſting, and greatly fix 
The ſtar unſpher'd in its own heav'n again? 
Hail, filial Godhead, hail ! who firſt and laſt, 
Filling the circle of eternity, | 


Wit: 


1 


With God art God ador'd! Whoſe quick'ning voice = 
Call'd light and beauty from the barren void L 
Of uncreated night! *Tis thou ſhalt give $ 
'The groves of paradife to bloom anew, 
Thine own creation bleſs, and, gracious, footh 
Her agonizing pangs, till man again 
Shall feaſt with angels, and converſe with God. | 
Twas he, bright image of the Father! then | 
In interceſſion ſtrong ſtood forth, with words l 
Unutterable, * charg'd with mercy all. 
The father pleas'd aſſented; high Jehovah 
Was mindful of his covenant, midſt wrath 
Rememb'ring mercy ; and the Holy Spirit 
Already his diviner gifts inſpir d. 
That inſtant Grace celeſtial, from the throne, 
Sweet with the ſmiles of heav'n, and glowing bright 
With charms ineffable, diffuſing round 
Ten thouſand bleſſings, took her flight to earth. 
Virtues and Chatities attend her down ; 
And, as the paſs'd, ambrofial fragrance breath'd 
Thro' heav'n's bright day, and fill'd the earth with ſweets 
Unknown to Eden in her lovelieſt bloom. 
* Ye flinty rocks relent!” And ſudden ſee, 
The flinty rocks the ſoftens ! «+ Flow, ye ſtreams !'? 
And Nature melts in penitence ! Her voice 


/ 
$ Unutterable,] By man; for want of proper powers and ſymbols. 
2 Cor, 12, 4. 
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- Subdues the tubbornMFeart, the frozen eye. 1 
Joy dawns ſerene ; religion lifts her head, N 
Rais'd by her beauteous handmaids Faith and Hope; 

And heav'n and earth confeſs the preſent God. I 
Raiſe then your ſongs ! Our Shepherd is the Lord 
At once their hymn the nymphs and ſwains began ; A 
And the groves echo'd, and the vallies rung, E 
hy rivers clear, where bright ſalvation flows, A 
In meadows blooming with eternal life, T 
His bounty feeds us, and his praiſe we ſing T 
With ſounds of triumph, and with ſongs of joy. A 
Search the bright volume; trace th' eternal Truth, A 
Inſcrib'd with adamant on leaves of gold. W 
Ve diſtant mountains, hear the joyful ſound; W 
Hear, ye tall cedars, and ye happier plains! W. 
From heav'n it came; inſpir'd the prophets heard; Or 
And angels rold it to the nations round. An 
He gave the word, a new creation roſe, 
A brighter ſun his ſacred influence pour'd ; * Inſ 
Obdurate Nature melts before the beam, 2 
And her baſe metal brightens into gold ; An 
t Our ſhepherd is the Lord.] This hymn is in parts, Shepherds and Shep- w 
herdeſſes alternate, and full chorus, though not diftinguiſh'd, bline 
u A brighter ſun, &c, A purer ſpirit.] The operation of the Archetypes, x 
the true Shemim, on the ſpiritual world. Their ſymbols, in the material y 
world by their action on the expanſion, occaſion and ſupport all animal Z 
life; give warmth, illuminate, refine, purify ; raiſe vapours and ſprings, into 


promote vegetation, &c. 


'Thro? 


( 253 ? 


Thro? heav*n's expanſe a purer ſpirit breathes, 
New paſtures ſpring, and ſweeter fountains riſe. \ 
Search the bright volume; trace th' eternal truth, I 
Inſcrib'd with adamant on leaves of gold. q 
The age ſhall come, when night's long reign ſhall ceaſe, | 
And darkneſs vaniſh from the golden day. 
E'en the blind eye ſhall kindle into ſight, 
And, wond'ring, ſee bright viſions and adore. 
The bird obſcene, and dragon's direful brood » 
That neſt with deſolation in dark vaults, 
And mould'ring temples, ſhall their homage bring; 
And the fell tyger in his gloomy haunts 
Who err'd in ſpirit, ſhall believe and learn; * 
Who murmur'd, hear nigh doctrines and admire. 
Who patient wait, ſhall mount th' aerial height” 
On eagle's wings, by the ſtrong ſpirit borne, 
And ride triumphant in the blaze of day. 
Search the bright volume; trace th” eternal Truth, 
Inſcrib'd with adamant on leaves of gold. 
Prophets have ſung ; high heav'n the ſong inſpir'd. 
And angels tun'd it to their golden harps, 


w The bird obſcene and dragon's, &c. ] If. 43. 20. Spiritual darkneſs, 
blindneſs, and enmity. 

x Who err'd in ſpirit, &c. bo murmur'd, &c.] If. 29. 24. 

y Who, patient, woait.] If, 40. 31. 

* Prophets have ſurg.] The Shepherd reſumes the ſong, and continues 
into the concluſion of the poem, 


And 
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And earth rejoicing heard. A race of men, 
Bright heirs of glory, ſhall aſcend the ſkies, 
Born of immortal ſeed, and high advanc'd 
For merits not their own : Yet worthy deem'd 
For'lab'ring thro? the fires, and works of faith, * 
With God's bleſt Spirit working in their day, 
With holy expectation; all, as Gold 

Refin'd and brighten'd in the ſacred flame. 


Raiſe then your heads, ye trees of Righteouſneſs?! 


Be fruitful, all ye Olives of the Fields ! 

Ye hills of Incenſe, breathe your holy ſweets ! 

O yield, ye Palms, your garlands to enfold 

The radiant Temples of the godlike race! 

But fade, ye Chaplets, on the graceleſs brow 

Of wanton Revelry, and looſe Deſire; 

When the falſe tranſport of the fev'riſn heart 

Profane fair Pleaſure's name, and fickly Senſe 

Courts gay Deluſion in the harlot's ſmile, 

In noon-day riots, and in midnight maſques. 
Yet many ſhall be purify'd, and cleanſe 

Their hands and heart to ſerve the living God, 

Obedient to the 'Truth ; nor ſtain again 

Their ſpotleſs beauty, and their white attire, 

And the bleſt feed ſhall proſper, as the ſtars © 


a Lab'ring thro" the fires, &c.] Zech: 13. 9. Twill try them as gold. 
Tree: of righteeuſneſs ; Olives —Hills of Incenſe. ] Embleme of believers. 


© MH: the ſtars, ] Daniel 12. 3. Heb. 11. 12. 
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In number and in glory, their clear fires - 
Reflecting thro? th' Infinitude of heav'n, 
Victors of darkneſs and the pow'rs of night. 
For He, refulgent, from his burning throne, 
The ſon ador'd, ſhall pour his bright'ning beams 
On all that love the light, and fill their lamps 
With heav*n's pure fire, till they reſemble Him, 
As He the Father? He ſhall ſeparate * 
The filver from the droſs, and, pleas'd, impreſs 
His royal image on the nobler ore. | 
But foul Diſtruſt, and unrelenting Hate, 
Of Darkneſs born, -ſhall vaniſh from his ſight, 
Incapable of bliſs, (fo heav'n ordain'd) 
Purg'd off, to periſh from the face of day. 

But feed, ye flocks ! the paſtures yet are freſh ; 
And O return, who wander'd from the fold ; 
Ere Night approach, and tygers ſeek their prey. 


— 


op 
Mal. 2. 3. 


He fball ſeparate=The fitver from the dreſs.) If, 48. 
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A FATHER's ADVICE TO HIS SON. 


BY JOHN GILBERT COOPER, ESQ. 


EEP in a grove, by cypreſs ſhaded, 
Where mid-day ſun had ſeldom ſhone, 
Or noiſe the ſolemn ſcene inyaded, 
Save ſome afflicted Muſe's moan ; 


A ſwain towards full ag'd manhood wending, 
Sat ſorrowing at the cloſe of day, 

At whoſe fond fide a Boy attending, 
Liſp'd half his father's cares away. 


The father's eyes no object wreſted, 
But on the ſmiling prattler hung, 

Till, what his throbbing heart ſuggeſted, 
Theſe accents trembled from his tongue. 


« My youth's firſt hopes, my manhood's treaſure, 
My prattling innocent, attend, 

„Nor fear rebuke, nor ſour diſpleaſue, 
«+ A father's lovelieſt name is Friend. 


Some truths, from long experience flowing, 
Worth more than royal grants receive, 
© For truths are wealth of heaven's beſtowing, 


Which kings have ſeldom power to give. 
© Since 


— 
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« Since from an ancient race deſcended | | 
« You boaſt an unattainted blood, | 
«« By yours be their fair fame attended, 
« And claim by birthright to be good. 


6 In love for every fellow-creature, 
<< Superior riſe above the crowd; 
« What moſt ennobles human nature 
„ Was ne'er the portion of the proud. 


« Be thine the generous heart that borrows 
«« From others joys a friendly glow, 

& And for each hapleſs neighbour's ſorrows, 
«« 'Throbs with a ſympathetic woe. 


«« This is the temper moſt endearing ; 

„ Tho' wide proud Pomp her banners ſpreads, 
« An heavenlier power good-nature bearing, 

«« Each heart in willing thraldom leads. 


% 'Taſte not from Fame's uncertain fountain, 
« The peace-deſtroying ſtreams that flow ; 

«« Nor from Ambition's dangerous mountain, 
Look down upon the world below. 


The princely pine on hills exalted, 
«« Whoſe lofty branches cleave the ſky, 
«« By winds long brav'd, at laſt aſſaulted, 
Is headlong whirl'd in duſt to lie; 
« Whllſt 
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« Whilſt the mild roſe more ſafely growing 
« Low in its unaſpiring vale, 

« Amidſt retirement's ſhelter blowing, 
« Exchanges ſweets with every gale. 


« Wiſh not for Beauty's darling features, 
« Moulded by Nature's fondling power, 
« For faireſt forms *mong human creatures, 
Shine but the pageants of an hour. 


« I ſaw, the pride of all the meadow, 
* At noon, a gay Narciſſus blow 

« Upon a river's bank, whoſe ſhadow 
« Bloom'd in the ſilver waves below. 


*« By noon-tide's heat its youth was waſted, 
« The waters as they paſs'd, complam'd ; 
« Ateve its glories all were blaſted, 
« And not one former tint remain'd. 


% Nor let vain Wit's deceitful glory 
Lead you from Wiſdom's path aſtray ; 
« What Genius lives renown'd in ſtory ? 
«*« 'To happineſs who found the way? 


« In yonder mead behold that vapour, 
„ Whoſe vivid beams illuſive play, 
Far off it ſeems a friendly taper, 
To guide the traveller on his way; 
c But 
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« But ſhould ſome hapleſs wretch purſuing, 
% Tread where the treacherous meteors glow, 


« He'd find, too late his raſhneſs rucing, 
% That fatal quickſands lurk below. 


« In life ſuch bubbles nought admiring, 
Gilt with falſe light, and filld with air, 
« Do you, from pageant crowds retiring, 
«© To peace in virtue's cot repair. 


« There ſeek the never-waſted treaſure, 

« Which mutual love and friendſhip give, 
% Domeſtic comfort, ſpotleſs pleaſure, 

« And bleſs'd and bleſſing you will live. 


If heaven with children crowns your dwelling, 
«© As mine its bounty does with you, 

In fondneſs fatherly excelling 
« 'Th' example you have felt purſue.” oy 


He paus'd—for tenderly careſſing 
'The darling of his wounded heart, 

Looks had means only of expreſſing 
Thoughts, language never could impart. 


Now Night her mournful mantle ſpreading, 
Had rob'd with black the horizon round, 

And dank dews from her treſſes ſhedding, 
With genial moiſture bath'd the ground : 


But When 
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When back to city follies flying, 
Midſt Cuſtom's ſlaves he liv'd refign'd, 
His face array'd in ſmiles, denying | 
The true complexion of his mind; 


For ſeriouſly around ſurveying 
Each character in youth and age, 

Of fools betray'd and knaves betraying, 
That play'd upon this human ſtage, 


(Peaceful himſelf and undeſigning) 
He loath'd the ſcenes of guile and ſtrife, 
And felt each ſecret wiſh inclining 

To leave this fretful farce of lite. 


Yet to whate'er above was fated, 
Obediently he bow'd his ſoul ; 

For, what all-bounteous Heaven created, 
He thought Heaven only ſhould controul. 
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ON THE MUCH LAMENTED DEATH OF THE 
MARQUIS OF TAVISTOCK <. 


BY CHRISTOPHER ANSTY, ESQ. 


gunt lacrymæ rerum & mentem mortalia tangunt. Vins. 


3 youth! a 
Thank Heaven, I knev/ thee not! I ne'er ſhall feel 
The keen regret thy drooping friends ſuſtain ; 
Yet will I drop the ſympathizing tear, 
And this due tribute to thy memory bring; 
Not that thy noble birth provokes my ſong, 
Or claims ſuch offering from the Muſes ſhrine ; 
Bat that thy ſpotleſs ndifGmbline heart, 
Thy unaffected manners, all unſtain'd 
With pride of power, and inſolence of wealth; 
Thy probity, benevolence, and truth, 
(Beſt inmates of man's ſoul !) for ever loſt, 
Cropt like fair flowers in Life's meridian bloom, 
Fade undiſtinguiſh'd in the filent grave. 
O Beprorp !—pardon, if a Muſe unknown, 
Smit with thy heart-felt grief, directs her way 
To Sorrows dark abode, where thee ſhe views, 
Thee, wretched fire, and pitying, hears thee mourn 
Thy Russ+1's fate.—** Why was he thus belov'd ? 
Why did he bleſs my life? Fond parent, ceaſe ; 


e Occaſioned by a fall from his horſe, 
Vol. III. M Count 
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Count not his virtues o' er. Hard taſk Call forth 


Thy firm hereditary ſtrength of mind. ( 
Lo! where the ſhade of thy great anceſtor, Sl 
Fam'd RussEL, ſtands, and chides thy vain complaint; Sc 
His philoſophic ſoul with patience arm'd C 
And chriſtian virtue brav'd the pangg of death; H 
| Admir'd, belov'd, he dy'd; (if right I deem) C 
; Not more lamented than thy virtuous Son. Bi 
Yer calm thy mind; ſo may the lenient hand N 
it Of Time, all-ſoothing Time, thy pangs aſſwage, by 
Heal thy ſad wound, and cloſe thy days in peace. 1. 
4 See where the object of his filial love, Be 
| His mother, loſt in tears, laments his doom ! Ni 
1 Speak comfort to her ſoul. — Ti 
| O! from the ſacred fount, where flow the ſtreams T 
i Of heavenly conſolation, O! one drop, ” 
1 To ſooth his hapleſs wife! Sharp ſorrow preys At 
5 Upon her tender frame. — Alas! ſhe faints— Fo 
| She falls! ill graſping in her hand ol 
| 1 The picture of her lord f—All-gracious Heaven ! Hi 
= Juſt are thy ways, and righteous thy decrees, Ar 
; But dark and intricate ; elſe why this meed 
For tender faithful love ? this ſad return W. 
For innocence and truth ? Was it for this, W 
| x 
ö f It is reported that on hearing of her huſband's death, the Marchioneſ oth 
| took up a picture of him, and could not be perſuaded to part with, « the 
ceaſe looking at it, A 

By 
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By Virtue and the ſmiling Graces led, & 

(Fair types of long ſucceeding years of joy) 

She twin'd the votive wreath at Hymen's ſhrine, 

So ſoon to fade and die? Yet O! reflect, 

Chaſte partner of his life! you ne'er deplor'd 

His alienated heart; (diſaſt'rous Rate ! 

Condition worſe than death !) the ſacred torch 

Burnt to the laſt its unremitted fires ! | 

No painful ſelf-reproach haſt thou to feel ; 

The conſcious thought cf every duty paid, 

This ſweet reflection ſhall ſupport thy mind: 

Be this thy comfort. Turn thine eyes awhile, 

Nor with that lifeleſs picture feed thy woe; 

Turn yet thine eyes ; ſee how they court thy ſmiles ; 

Thoſe infant pledges of connubial joy! 

Dwell on their looks ; and trace his image there. 

And O! ſince Heaven, in pity to thy loſs, 

For thee one future bleſſing has in ſtore, 

Cheriſh that tender > hope. Hear Reaſon's voice ; 

Huſh'd be the ſtorms that vex thy troubled breaſt, 

And angels guard thee in the hour of pain. 
Accept this ardent prayer ; a Muſe forgive, 

Who for thy ſorrows draws the penſive ſigh, 

Who feels thy grief. Tho' erſt in frolic hour, 


At the marriage of the Marquiſs, his lady was attended by three 
ether ladies, habited like the Graces and bearing a wreath of flowers to 
ihe Altar. 

> The Marchioneſs was then in ber pregnancy. 
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She tun'd her comic rhymes to mirth and joy, ? 
Unſkill'd (I ween) in lofty verſe, unus'd 

To plaintive ſtrains, yet by ſoft Pity led, 
Trembling reviſits the Pierian vale ; 

There culls each fragrant flower to deck the tomb 
Where generous Russ EL lies. 


E eee 
THE PLEASURES OF CONTEMPLATION. 


BY MRS. DARWAL, FORMERLY MISS WHATELY, 


UEEN of the halycon breaſt, and heavenward eye, 
Q Sweet Contemplation, with thy ray benign 
Light my lone paſſage thro? this vale of life, | 
And raiſe the fiege of Care! This ſilent hour 
To thee is ſacred, when the ſtar of Eve, 
Like Dian's Virgins trembling ere they bathe, 
Shoots o'er the Heſperian wave its quivering ray. 
All Nature joins to fill my labouring breaſt 
With high ſenſations: awful filence reigns 
Above, around ; the ſounding winds no more 
Wild thro? the fluctuating foreſt fly 
With guſt impetuous ; Zephyr ſcarcely breathes 
Upon. the trembling foliage; flocks, and herds, 
Retir'd beneath the friendly ſhade repoſe 


i The New Bath Guide, 
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Fann'd by Oblivion's wing. Ha! is not this, 
This the dread hour, as ancient fables tell, 
When flitting ſpirits from their priſons broke, 
By moon-light glide along the duſky vales, 
The ſolemn church-yard, or the dreary grove ; 
Fond to reviſit their once lov'd abodes, 
And view each friendly ſcene of paſt delight ? 
Satyrs, and fawns, that in ſequeſter'd wocds, 
And deep-embowering ſhades delight to dwell ; 
Quitting their caves, where in the reign of day 
They ſlept in filence, o'er the daiſied green 
Purſue their gambols, and with printleſs feet 
Chaſe the fleet ſhadows o'er the waving plains. 
Dryads, and Naiads, from each ſpring and grove, ' 
Trip blithſome o'er the lawns; or, near the fide 
Of moſſy fountains, ſport in Cynthia's beams. 
The fairy elves, attendant on their queen, 
With light ſteps bound along the velvet mead, 
And leave the green impreſſion of their dance 
In rings myſterious to the paſſing ſwain ; 
While the pellucid glow-worm kindly lends - 
Her filver lamp to light the feſtive ſcene. 
From yon majeſtic pile, in ruin great, 
Whoſe lofty towers once on approaching foes 
Look'd ſtern defiance, the ſad bird of night 
In mournful accent to the moon complains : 
Thoſe towers with venerable ivy crown'd, 


And mouldering into ruin, yield no more 
M 3 
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A ſafe retirement to the hoſtile bands; 

But there the lonely bat, that ſhuns the day, 
Dwells in dull folitude ; and ſcreaming thence 
Wheels the night raven ſhrill, with hideous note 
Portending death to the dejected ſwain. 

Each plant and flow'ret bath'd in evening dews, 
Exhale refreſhing ſweets : from the ſmooth lake, 
On whoſe ſtill Boſom ſleeps the tall tree's ſhade, 
The moon's ſoft rays reflected mildly ſhine. 

Now towering Fancy takes her airy flight 
Without reſtraint, and leaves this earth behind; 
From pole to pole, from world to world ſhe flies ; 
Rocks, ſeas, nor ſkies, can interrupt her courſe. 

Is this what men, to thought eſtrang'd, miſcall 
Deſpondence ? this dull Melancholy's ſcene ? 

To trace th* Eternal Cauſe thro? all his works, 
Minutely and magnificently wiſe ? 

Mark the gradations which thro' Nature's plan 
Join each to each, and form the vaſt deſign ? 

And tho' day's glorious guide withdraws his beams 
Impartial, chearing other ſkies and ſhores; 
Rich intellect, that ſcorns corporeal bands, 

With more than mid-day radiance gilds the ſcene: 
The mind, now reſcu'd from the cares of day; 
Roves unreſtrain'd thro? the wide rea!ms of ſpace ; 
Where (thought ſtupendous !) ſyſtems infinite, 

In regular confunon taught to move, 

I.ike gems beſpangle yon etherial plains, 
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Ye ſons of Pleaſure, and ye foes to Thought, 
Who ſearch for bliſs in the capacious bowl, 
And blindly woo Intemperance for Joy ; 
Durſt ye retire, hold converſe with yourſelves, 
And in the filent hours of darkneſs court 
Kind Contemplation with her peaceful train ; 
How wou'd the minutes dance on downy ſeet, 
And unperceiv'd the midnight taper waſte, 
While intellectual pleaſure reign'd ſupreme ! 
Ye Muſes, Graces, Virtues, heaven-born maids 4 
Who love in peaceful ſolitude to dwell 
With meek-ey'd Innocence, and radiant Truth, 
And bluſhing Modeſty ; that frighted fly 
The dark intrigue, and midnight maſquerade ; 
What is this pleaſure which enchants mankind ? 
'Tis noiſe, 'tis toll, *tis frenzy; like the cup 
Of Circe, fam'd of old, who taſtes it finds 
Th' etherial ſpark divine to brute transform'd. 
And now, methinks, I hear the Libertine 
Wich ſupercilious leer cry. Preach no more 
„ Your muſty morals ; hence, to deſarts fly, 
And in the gloom of ſolitary caves 
* Auſterely dwell : what's life, debarr'd from joy? 
* Crown then the bowl; let Muſic lend her aid, 
And Beauty her's, to ſoothe my wayward cares,” 
Ah | little does he know the Nymph he ſtyles 
A foe to pleaſure; pleaſure is not more 
His aim than her's ; with him ſhe joins to blame 
M 4 
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The hermit's gloom, and ſavage penances ; 
Each ſocial joy approves. Oh! withour thee, 
Fair Friendihip, Life were nothing ; without thee, 
The page of Fancy would no longer charm, 
And Solitude diſguſt c'en penſive minds. 

Nought I condemn but that exceſs which clouds 
The mental faculties, to ſoothe the ſenſe : 
Let Reaſon, Truth, and Virtue, guide thy ſteps, 
And every bleſſing Heaven beftows, be thine. 

1 
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FEIGNED TO BE WRITTEN FROM THE HAPPY VALLEY 


OF AMBARA. 


O you, Eliza, be theſe lays conſign'd, 
Who bleſt in Freedom's fair dominions live : 
While I, alas! am pompoully confin'd, 
Bereft of every joy the world can give. 


In vain for me the bluſhing flow'rets bloom, 
A Spring eternal decks the fragrant ſhade ; 
In vain the dewy myrtie breathes perfume, 


And ſounds angelic echo thro? the glade. 


The 
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The marble palaces, and glittering ſpires, 

What are they ? Pageant glare, and empty ſhow : 
Ah! how unequal to my fond deſires, 

Which tell me—Freedom makes a heaven below. 


Penſive I range theſe ever-verdant proves, 
And ſigh reſponſive to the murmuriag ſtream; 
While woodland warblers chant their happy loves, 
Dear Liberty is wretched Myra's theme. 


The velvet lawns diverſify'd with flowers, 
In ſweet ſucceſſion every morn the ſame ; ' 
Freſh gales that breathe thro* amaranthine bowers, 
And every charm inventive Art can frame, 


Here fondly vie to crown this favour'd place: 

And here, to ſmooth captivity a prey, 
Each royal child of Abyſſinian race 

Conſumes the vacant inauſpicious day. 


Tho? feſtive mirth awake the laughing morn, 
And guiltleſs revels lead the dancing hours; 

Tho? purling rills the fertile meads adorn, 
And the wild rock its ſpicy produce pours : 


Yet what are theſe to fill a boundleſs mind ? 
Tho? gay each ſcene appear, 'tis {till the ſame ; 
Variety—in vain I hope to find 
Variety, thou dear, but diſtant name! 


7 C8; 
With pleaſure cloy'd, and fick of taſteleſs eaſe, 
No ſweet alternatives my ſpirits chear; 


Joys oft repeated loſe their power to pleaſe, 
And harmony grows diſcord to my ear. 
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Bleſt Freedom! how I long with thee to rove, 
Where varying Nature all her charms diſplays ; 

To range the ſun-burnt hill, the rifted grove, 
And trace the ſilver current's winding maze ! 


Free as the wing'd inhabitants of air, 

Who diſtant climes and various ſeaſons ſee, 
Regions tho' not, like ſoft Ambara, fair; 

Yet bleſt with change, and crown'd with Liberty. 


Vain wiſh! theſe rocks, whoſe ſummits pierce the ſkies, 
With frowning aſpect tell-me—Hope is vain : 

Till, freed by death, the purer ſpirit flies, 
Here wreiched ta; deſtin'd to remain, 
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ASSESS ES ES ESESIDEIES ES SY 
HYMN TO SOLITUDE. 
BY THE SAME. 


OW genial Spring o'er lawn and grove 
Extends her vivid power, 
Now Phoebus ſhines with mildeſt beams, 
And wakes each fleeping flower. 


Soft breezes fan the ſmiling mead, 
Kind dews refreſh the plain ; 


While Beauty, Harmony, and Love 
Renew their chearful reign. 


Now far from buſineſs let me fly, 
Far from the crouded jeat 

Of Envy, Pageantry, and Power, 
To ſome obſcure retreat : 


Where Plenty ſheds with liberal hand 
Her various bleſſings round ; 

Where laughing Joy delighted roves, 
And rofeate Health is found. 


1 
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Give me to climb the mountain's brow, 
When morn's firſt bluſhes riſe; 


And view the fair extenſive ſcene 
With Contemplation's eyes. 


And while the raptur'd woodland choir 
Pour forth their love-taught lays ; 
I'll tune the grateful matin ſong 
To my Creator's praiſe. 


He bade the ſolar orb advance 
To cheer the gloomy ſky ; 

Ard at the gentle voice of Spring 
Made hoary Winter fly. 


He dreſs'd the groves in ſmiling green, 
Unlock'd the ice-bound rill; 

Bade Flora's pride adorn the vale, 
And herbage crown the hall. 


To that all-gracious ſource of light, 
Let early r riſe, 

While on Derotion's wing the ſoul 
Aſcends her native ſkies. 


And when the rapid car of day 
Illumes the fartl.eft weſt, 

When Sleep diſſolves the captive's chains, 
And Anguiin finks 10 reſt ; 
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Then let me range the ſhadowy lawns 
When Veſper's filver light 

Plays on the :rembling ſtreams, and gilds 
The ſable veil of night. 


When every carthly care's at reſt, 
And muſing Silence reigns ; 

Then active Fancy takes her flight 
Wide o' er ch' etherial plains 


Soars thro' the trackleſs realms of ſpace, 
Sees endiets ſyſtems roll; 

Whilſt all harmoniouſly combine, 
'To form one beauteous whole. 


All hail ! feet Solititude ! to thee, 
In thy ſequeſter'd bower, 

Let me invoke the Paſtoral Muſe, 
And every Sylvan power. 


Dear penſive Nymph, the tender thought 
And deep reſearch is thine ; 

FTis thine to heal the tortur'd breaſt, 

And form the great deſign. | 


On thy ſtill boſom let me ref, 
Far from the clang of war: 

Where ſtern Oppreſſion's bloody chains 
Precede the victor's car: 


Here 


41 


Here fold me in thy ſacred arms, 
Where Albion's happy plains 

Exulting tell the nations round, 
A Britiſh Brunſwick reigns. 


Here let me hail each riſing ſun, 
Here view each day's decline ; 
Be Fame and Sway my Sovereign's lot, 
Be Peace and Freedom mine. | 
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ATREST daughter of the year, 
Ever blooming, lovely May ; 
While thy vivid ſkies appear, 
Nature ſmiles, and all is gay. 


Thine the flowery-painted mead, 
Paſture fair, and mountain green; 
* Thine, with infant-harveſt ſpread, 
Laughing lies the lowland ſcene. 


Friend of thine, the ſhepherd plays 
Blithſome near the yellow broom, 

While his flock, that careleſs ſtrays, 
Seeks the wild thyme's ſweet perfume. 
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May, with thee I mean to rove 

O'er theſe lawns and vallies fair, 

Tune thy gentle lyre to love, 
Cheriſh hope, and ſoften care. 


Round me ſhall the village ſwains, 
Shall the roſy nymphs, appear ; 
While I ſing in rural ſtrains, 
May, to ſhepherds ever dear. 


I had never ſkill to raiſe 
Peans from the vocal ſtrings, 
To the god-like Hero's praiſe, 
To the pageant pomp of Kings, 


Stranger to the hoſtile plains, 
Where the brazen trumpets ſound ; 
Life's purple ſtream the verdure ſtains, 
And heaps promiſcuous preſs the ground: 


Where the murderous cannon's breath 
Fate denounces from afar, 
And the loud report of death 

Stuns the cruel ear of war. 


Stranger to the park and play, 
Birth-night balls, and courtly trains ; 
Thee I woo, my gentle May, 
Tune for thee my native ſtrains, 
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looming groves, and wandering rills, 
Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams, 
Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills, 
All her unexalted themes, 


DDD 
THE DEATH OF ARACHNE, 


AN HEROI-COMI-TRAGIC POEM, 


BY JOHN HAWKESWORTH, LL. D. 


HE fhrinking brooks and ruſſet meads complain'd 
That Summer's tyrant, fervid Sirius, reign'd ; 

Fu!l Weſt the ſun from heaven deſcending rode, 
And fix the ſhadow on the dial ſhow'd. 

Philo, tho' young, to muſing much inclin'd, 
A ſhameleſs ſloven, in his gown had din'd, 
From table ſneaking with a ſheepiſh face, 
Before the circle was diſmiſs'd with grace, 
And ſmoaking now, his deſk with books o'erſpread, 
"Thick clouds of incenſe roll around his head : 
His head, which fave a quarter's growth of hair, 
His woollen cap long ſince ſcratch'd off, was bare: 
His-beard three days had grown, of golden hue, 

lack was his ſhirt, uncomely to the view: 
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Croſs-legg'd he ſat, and his ungartered hoſe 
Of each lean limb half hide, and half expoſe; 
His cheek he lean'd upon his hand ; below 
His nut-brown ſlipper hung upon his toe. 

Now with abſtracted flight he climbs apace, 
High and more high, through pure unbounded ſpace ; 
Now mere privation fails the wings of thought, 
He drops down headlong through the vaſt of nought ; 
A friendly vapour Matheſis ſupplies, 
Born on the ſurging ſmoak he joys to riſe ; 
Matter thro* modes and qualities purſues, 
Now caught, entranc'd its naked efſence views; 
Now wakes ; the viſion fading from his fight 
Leaves doubts behind, the mitts of mental night: 
Exiſting not, but poſſible alone, 
He deems all ſubſtance, and ſuſpects his own; 
Like wave by wave impell'd, now queſtions roll— 
Does ſoul in ought ſubſiſt, or all in ſoul ? 
Is ſpace, extenſion, nothing but a name, 
And mere idea Nature's mighty frame? 
All power, all forms, to intellect confin'd : 
Place, agent, ſubject, inſtrument combin'd ? 
I; ſpirit diverſe, yet from number free, 
Conjoin'd by harmony in unity — 
Truth's ſpotleſs white what piercing eye deſcries, 
When the ray broken takes Opinion's dyes !— 
In vain now Philo ſeeks the ſacred light, 
In Chaos plung'd, where embryo ſyſtems fight, 
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In this dark hour, unnotic'd, Cloe came, 
His ſtudy door admits the ſhining dame; 
With Nature's charms, ſhe join'd the charms of Art, 
Wife of his choice, and miſtreſs of his heart: 

What on her head ſhe wore, ere& and high, 
Unnam'd above, is calPd on earth a fly ; 

In wanton ringlets her fair treſſes fell, 

Her breaſts beneath tranſparent muſlin ſwell ; 
Studded with flaming gems a buckle bound 

Th” embroidered zone her ſlender waiſt around 

'Thence to her feet a vaſt rotund diſplay'd 

The mingling colours of the rich brocade ; 

This aiding fancy, blending ſhame and pride, 
Inflames with beauties it was meant to hide: 

With careleſs eaſe the Nymph firit ſnapp'd her fan, 

RolPd round her radiant eyes, and thus began : 

«« How canſt thou, Philo, here delight to fit, 

© Immers'd in learning, naſtineſs, and wit? 

« Clean from the cheſt where various odours breathe, 
©« And dying roſes their laſt ſweets bequeath, 

« A ſhirt for thee, by my command, the maid | 

„ Three hours ago before the fire diſplay'd ; 
„The barber, waiting to renew thy face, 

„ Holds thy wig powder'd in the paſte-board caſe ; 
Thuy ſilken breeches, and thy hoſe of thread, 
«© Coat, waiſtcoat, all, lie ready on the bed. 

« Renounce that odious pipe, this filthy cell, 
Where ſileuce, duſt, and pagan authors dwell ; 


* 
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* Come! ſhall the ladies wait in vain for thee ? 
« Come! taſte with us the charms of mirth and tea.“ 

As Philo heard confus'd the filver ſound, 

His ſoul emerges from the dark profound, 

On the bright viſion full he turn'd his eyes; 
Touch'd, as he gaz'd, with pleaſure and ſurprize, 
The firſt faint dawnings of a ſmile appear'd, 

And now in act to ſpeak, he ſtrok'd his beard, 
When from a ſhelf juſt o'er the fair one's head, 
Down dropt Ax AcHNE by the viſcous thread. 
Back ſtarts the Nymph, with terror and diſmay, 

« The Spider! oh!” was all that ſhe could ſay. 

At this the Sage reſum'd the look ſevere, 

„ Renounce, with woman's folly, woman's fear!“ 
He ſaid, and careful to the ſhelf convey'd 
The hapleſs rival of the blue-ey'd maid. 
Th' enormous deed aſtoniſh'd Cloe view'd, 
And rage the crimſon on her cheek renew'd. 
« Muſt then, ſaid ſhe, ſuch hideous vermin crawl 
&* Indulg'd, protected, o'er the cobweb'd wall? 
«© Deſtroy her quickly here her life I claim, 
* If not for love or decency, for ſhame.” 

*« Shame be to guilt,” replies the man of thought, 
Jo ſlaves of cuſtom, ne'er by reaſon taught, 
Who ſpare no life that touches not their own, 
FBy fear their cruelty reſtrain'd alone. | 


No blameleſs inſet lives its deſtin'd hour, 


Caught in the murdering vortex of their power. 
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For me, the virtues of the mind I learn 

From ſage Axacnne, for whoſe life you burn; 
From her, when buſy all the ſummer's day 

She weaves the curious woof that ſnares her prey, 
I learn fair induſtry and art to prize, 

Admiring Nature providently wile, 

Who, tho? her bounty unexhauſted flows, 

Not daily bread on idleneſs beſtows. 

© ARACHNE, ſtill ſuperior to deſpair, 

Reſtores with art what accidents impair, 

The thouſandth time the broken thread renews, 
And one great end with fortitude purſues ; 

To me her toil is ne'er renew'd in vain, 

Taught what the wiſe by perſeverance gain, 
Warm'd by example to the glorious ſtrife, 

And taught to conquer in the fight of life, 


«© When now with reſt amidſt her labours crown'd, 


She watchful, patient, eyes the circle round, 

I learn, when toil has well deſerv'd ſucceſs, 
Hope's placid, calm, expectance to poſleſs, 
With care to watch, with patience {ill to wait 


„The golden moment, tho? delay'd by Fate.” 
Impatient Cloe thus again reply'd : 

How ſoon 1s error thro? each veil deſcry'd ! 

«« Still boaſting Reaſon's power, how weak are we! 
«© How blind, alas! to all we would not ſee! 
Elſe how could Philo, in a Spider's cauſe, 

„ Talk thus of mercy with deſerv'd applauſe ? 
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« Or call aught virtuous induſtry and ſkill, 

« Fxerted only to ſurprize and kill? 

« The blameleſs inſet, whom no murder feeds, 
For her, the victim of her cunning, bleeds ; 

« Cunning! which when to wiſdom we compare, 
« Is but to her, to men what monkeys are.“ 

« Hold! Philo cries, and know, the ſame decree 
« Gave her the fly, which gives the lamb to thee ; 
« Or why thoſe wings adapted to the ſnare, 

« Why interceptive hangs the net in air? 
« As plain in theſe the precept, “ kill and eat,” 
« As in thy fkll to carve the living treat.“ 
To this, ſhe cries, ** Perſuade me, if you can, 
« Man's lord of all, and all was made for man.” 
% Vain thought! the child of ignorance and pride!“ 

Difdainful ſmiling, quickly he reply'd: 

To man, vain reptile! tell me of what uſe 


Are all that Afric's peopled waſtes produce? 


„ The nameleſs monſters of the ſwarming ſeas, 
„The pigmy nations wafted on the breeze ? 


« The happy myriads, by his eyes unſeen, 


* That baſk in flowers, and quicken all the green? 
« Why live theſe numbers bleſt in Nature's ſtate ? 
* Why lives this Spider object of thy hate? 

„% Why man? but life in common to poſteſs, 

« Wide to diffuſe the fiream of happineſs ; 


* Bleit ſtream ! the o'erflowing of the parent mind, 


* Great without pride, and without weakneſs kind.“ 
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With downcaſt eyes, and ſighs, and modeſt air, 
Thus in ſoft ſounds reply'd the wily fair: 
* 'This fatal ſubtilty thy books impart 
To baffle truth, when unſuſtain'd by art: 
« For this, when Cloe goes at twelve to bed, 
4 Till three you fit in converſe with the dead: 
No wonder then, in vain my ſkill's employ'd 
«© To prove it beſt that vermin be deſtroy'd— 
% But tho? you proudly triumph o'er my ſex, 
joy to confute, and reaſon but to vex, 
Vet, if you love me, to oblige your wife, 
«© What could you leſs! you'd take a ſpider's life, 
Once to prevent my witkes Philo flew, 
«© But Time that alters all, has alter'd you. 
Vet ſtill unchang'd poor Cloe's love remains; 
<< Theſe tears my witneſs, waich your pride diſdains; 
«+ Theſe tears, at once my witneſs and relief.“ 
Here paus'd the fair, all eloquent in grief. 
He, who had cften, and alone, o'erturn'd 
Witlings, and fophits, when his fury burn'd, 
Now yields to love the fortreſs of his ſoul : 
His eyes with vengeance on ARACANE roll: 
«© Curs'd wretch, thou poiſonous quinteſſence of ill, 
*« Thoſe precious drops, unpuniſh'd, ſhalt thou ſpill ??? 
He ſaid, and ftooping, from his foot he drew, 
Black as his purpoſe, what was once a ſlioe; 
Now, high in air the fatal heel afcends, 


Reaſon's laſt effort now the ſtroke ſuſpends ; 
| In 
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In doubt he ſtood when, breath'd from Cloe's breaſt, 
A ſtruggling ſigh her inward grief expreſt. 
Fir'd by the ſound, Die, ſorcereſs, die,” he cry'd, 
And to his arm his utmoſt ſtrength apply'd : 
Cruſh'd falls the foe, one complicated wound, 
And the ſmote ſhelf returns a jarring ſound. 

On Ida's top thus Venus erit prevail'd, 
When all the ſapience of Minerva fail'd : 
Thus to like arts a prey, as poets tell, 
By Juno lov'd in vain, great Dido fell. 
And thus for ever Beauty ſhall controul 
The ſaint's, the ſage's, and the hero's ſoul. 

But Jove with hate beheld th' atrocious deed, 
And Vengeance follows with tremendous ſpeed ; 
In Philo's mind ſhe quench'd the ray that fir'd 
With love of ſcience, and with verſe inſpir'd, 
Expung'd at once the philoſophic theme, 
All ſages think, and all that poets dream; 
Yields him thus chang'd a vaſſal to the fair; 
And forth ſhe leads him with a victor's air; 
Dreſt to her with, he mixes with the gay, 
As much a trifle, and as vain as they ; 
To fix their power, and rivet faſt the chain, 
They lead where Pleaſure ſpreads her ſoft domain; 
Where, drown'd in muſic Reaſon's hoarſer call, 
Love ſmiles triumphant in thy groves, Vaux-hall. 
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BY THE SAME. 


IFE ! the dear precarious boon ! 
Soon we loſe, alas! how ſoon! 

Fleeting viſion, falſely gay! 
Graſp'd in vain, it fades away, 
Mixing with ſurrounding ſhades, 
Lovely viſion ! how it fades ! 
Let the muſe, in fancy's glaſs, 
Catch the phantoms as they paſs : 
See, they riſe! a nymph behold 
Careleſs, wanton, young and bold; 
Mark her devious, haſty pace, 
Antic dreſs, and thoughtleſs face, 
Smiling cheeks, and roving eyes, 
Cauſeleſs mirth, and vain ſurpriſe— 
Tripping at her fide, a boy 
Shares her wonder, and her joy ; 
This is Folly, Childhood's guide, 
This is Childhood at her ſide. 
What is he ſucceeding now, 
Myrtles blooming on his brow, 
Bright, and bluſhing, as the morn, 
Not on earth a mortal born ? 
Shafts, to pierce the ſtrong I view, 
Wings, the flying to purſue; 
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Victim of his power, behind 

Stalks a ſlave of human kind, 
Whole diſdain of all the free 

Speaks his mind's captivity. 

Love's the tyrant, Youth the ſlave, 
Youth in vain is wiſe or brave; 
Love with conſcious pride defies 

All the brave, and all the wile. 
Who art thou with anxious mien 
Stealing o'er the ſhifting ſcene ? 
Eyes, with tedious vigils red, 

Sighs, by doubts and wiſhes bred, 
Cautious ſtep, and glancing leer, 
Speak thy woes, and ſpeak thy fear; 
Arm in arm, what wretch is he 
Like thyſelf, who walks with thee ? 
Like thy own his fears and woes, 
All thy pangs his boſom knows : 
Well, too well! my boding breaſt 
Knows the names your looks ſuggeſt, 
Anxious, buſy, reſtleſs pair! 
Manhood, link'd by Fate to Care. 
Wretched ſtate ! and yet 'tis dear— 
Fancy, cloſe the proſpect here! 
Cloſe it, or recall the paſt, 

Spare my eyes, my heart, the laſt. 
Vain the wiſh! the laſt appears, 
While I gaze it ſwims in tears; 
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Age—my future ſeli—lI trace 
Moring flow with feeble pace, 
Bending with diſeaſe and cares, 

All the load of life he bears; 

White his locks, his viſage wan, 
Strength, and eaſe, and hope are gone, 
Death, the ſhadowy form I know | 
Death o'ertakes him, dreadful foe ! 
Swift they vaniſh—mournful ſight, 
Night ſucceeds, 1mpervious night ! 
What theſe dreadful glooms conceal 
Fancy's glaſs can ne'er reveal ; 
When fhall time the veil remove? 
When thall hght the ſcene improve ? 
When fhall truth my doubts diſpel? 
Awful period ! who can tell i 
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BY THE SAME, 


HRO' proves ſequeſter'd, dark and ſtill, 
Low vales, and moſſy cells among, 
In filent paths the careleſs rill, 
Which languid murmurs, ſteals along : 


Awhile it plays with circling ſweep, 
And lingering leaves 1ts native plains, 

Then pours impetuous down the ſteep, 
And mingles with the boundleſs main, 


O let my years thus devious glide, 
Through ſilent ſcenes obſcurely calm, 

Nor wealth nor ſtrife pollute the tide, 
Nor honour's ſanguinary palm. 


When labour tires, and pleature palls, 
Still let the ſtream untroubled be, 

As down the ſteep of age 1t fails, 

And mingles with eternity. 
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EPISTLE FROM LORD WILLIAM RUSSEL, T0 
LORD WILLIAM CAVENDISH=. 


BY GEO. CANNING, ESQ, 


OST to the world, to-morrow doom'd to die, 
Still for my country's weal my heart beats high. 


Tho” rattling chains ring peals of horror round, 


While night's black ſhades augment the ſavage ſound, 
Midſt bolts and bars the active foul is free, 
And flies, unfetter'd, Cavzxp1sn, to thee. 
Thou dear companion of my better days, 
When hand in hand we trod the paths of Praiſe ; 
When, leagu'd with patriots, we maintain'd the cauſe 
Of true religion, liberty, and Izwvs, 
Diſdaining down the golden itream to glide, 
But bravely ſtemm'd Corruption's rapid tide z 
Think not I come to bid thy tears to flow, 
Or me!t thy generous ſoul with tales of woe ? 
No: view me firm, unſhaken, undiſmay'd, 
As when the welcome mzndate I obey'd— 


* This epiſtle is ſuppoſed to have been written by Lord Russ Er, on 
Friday night, July 20, 1683, in Newgate; that priſon having dern 
the place of his confinement for ſome days immediately preceding his 
Execution, 
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Heavens! with what pride that moment I recall! 
Who would not wiſh, ſo honour'd, thus to fall ! 
When England's Genius, hovering o'er, inſpir'd 
Her choſen ſons, with love of Freedom fir'd, 
Spite of an abjeR, ſervile, penſton'd train, 
Minions of Power, and worſhippers of Gain, 
To fave from bigotry its deſtin'd prey, 
And ſhield three nations from tyrannick ſway, 
'Twas then my Ca4'nois 4 caught the glorious flame; 
The happy omen of his future fame; 
Adorn'd by Nature, perfected by Art, 
The cleareſt head, and warmeſt, nobleſt heart, 
His words, deep ſinking in each captiv'd ear, 
Had power to make e*en Liberty more dear. 
While I, unkiil'd in Oratory's lore, 
Whoſe tongue ne'er ſpeaks but when the heart runs o'er, 
In plain blunt phraſe my honeſt thoughts expreſs'd 
Warm from the heart, and to the heart addreſfG'd. 
Juſtice prevail'd : yes Juſtice, let me ſay, 
Well pois'd her ſcales on that auſpicious day. 
The watchful ſhepherd ſpies the wolf afar, 
Nor truſts his flock to try th' unequal war 
What tho? the ſavage crouch in humble guiſe, 
And check the fire that flaſhes from his eyes, 
Should once his barbarous fangs the fold invade, 
Vain were their cries, too late the ſhepherd's aid, 
Thirſting for blood, he knows not how to ſpare, 
Uis jaws diſtend, his fiery eyeballs glare, 
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While ghaſtly Deſolation, ſtalking round, 


With mangled limbs beſtrews the purple ground, 
Now, Memory, fail! nor let my mind revolve, 


How England's. Peers annull'd the juſt reſolve, 
Againſt her boſom aim'd a deadly blow, 
And laid at once her great Palladium low! 

De generate nobles! Yes, by heaven I ſwear, 
Had BeproRv's ſelf appear'd delinquent there, 
And join'd, forgetful of his country's claims, 
To thwart the excluſion of apoſtate James, 

All filial ties had then been left at large, 
And I myſelf the firſt to urge the charge. 

Such the fix'd ſentiments that rule my ſoul, 
"Time cannot change, nor Tyranny controul ; 
While free, they hung upon my penſive brow, 
Then my chief care, my pride and glory now; 
Foil'd I ſubmit, nor think the meaſure hard, 
For conſcious Virtue is its own reward. 

Vain then is force, and vain each ſubtile art, 
To wring retraction from my tortur'd heart; 
There lie, in marks indelible engrav'd, 

Ine means whereby my country muſt be ſav'd; 
Are to thine eyes thoſe characters unknown? 
To read my inmoſt heart, conſult thine own ; 
There wilt thou find this ſacred truth reveal'd, 
Which ſhall to-morrow with my blood be ſeal'd, 
Seek not infirm expedients to explore, 

But baniſh James, or England is no more. 
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Friendſhip her tender offices may ſpare, 
Nor ſtrive to move the unforgiving pair, 
Hopeleſs the tyrant's mercy-ſeat to climb 
Zeal for my country's freedom is my crime! 
Ere that meets pardon, lambs with wolves ſhall range, 
CuaklkEs be a faint, and James his nature change. 
Preſs'd by my friends, and Racuer's! fond deſires, 
(Who can deny what weeping love requires!) 
Frailty prevail'd, and for a moment quelPd 
Th' indignant pride that in my boſom ſwell'd ; 
I ſu'd—the weak attempt I bluſh to ovwn— 
| ſu'd for mercy, proſtrate at the throne. 
O! blot the foible out, my noble friend, 
With human firmneſs human feelings blend ! 
When Love's endearments ſofteſt moments ſeize, 
And Love's dear pledges hang upon the knees, 
When Nature's ſtrongeſt ties the foul enthrall, 
(Thou canſt conceive, for thou halt felt them all!) 
Let him reſiſt their prevalence who can; 
He muſt indeed, be more or leſs than man. 
Yet let me yield my Rachel. honour due, 
The tendereſt wife, the nobleſt heroine too ! 
Anxious to ſave her huſband's honeſt name, 
Dear was his life, but dearer ſtill his fame! 
When ſuppliant prayers no pardon could obtain, 
And, wonderous ſtrange ! ev'n BeprorD's gold prov'd vain, 


a Lady Rachel Ruſſel, his wife. See her Leiters lately publiſhed. 
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The informer's part her generous ſoul abhorr'd, 
Though life preſerv'd had been the ſure reward; 
Let impious Es RICE act ſuch treacherous ſcenes, 
And ſhrink from death by ſuch opprobrious means. 
O! my lov'd Racusr ! alaccompliſh'd fair! 
Source of my joy, and ſoother of my care! 
Whole heavenly virtues, and unfadiag charms, 
Have bleſs'd thro? happy years my peaceful arms! 
Parting with thee into my cup was thrown, 
Its harſheſt dregs elſe had not forc'd a groan !— 
But all is o'er—theſe eyes have gaz'd their laſt 
And now the bitterneſs of death 1s paſt. 
Bua NET and TiLLOTSON, with pious care, 
My fleeting ſoul for heavenly bliſs prepare, 
Wide to my view the glorious realms diſplay, 
Pregnant with joy, and bright with endleſs day. 
Charm'd, as of old when Iſrael's prophet ſung, 
Whoſe words diſtill'd like manna from his tongue, 
While the great bard ſublimeſt truths explor'd, 
Each raviſh'd hearer wonder'd and ador'd ; 

So rapt, ſo charm'd, my foul begins to riſe, 
Spurns the baſe earth, and ſeems to reach the ſkies, 
Bur when, deſcending from the ſacred theme, 

Of boundleſs power, and exceilence ſupreme, 
They would for man, and his precarious throne, 
Exact obedience, due to Heaven alone, 

Forbid reſiſtance to his worſt commands, 

And place God's thunderbolts in mortal hands: 
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The viſion ſinks to life's contracted ſpan, 
And riſing paſſion fpeaks me ſtill a man. 
What ! ſhall a tyrant trample on the laws, 
And ſtop the ſource whence all his power he draws ? 
His country's rights to foreign foes betray, 
Laviſh her wealth, yet ſtipulate for pay? 
To ſhameful falſhoods venal flaves ſuborn, 
And dare to laugh the virtuous man to ſcorn ? 
Deride Religion, Juſtice, Honour, Fame, 
And hardly know of Honeſty the name ? 
In Luxury's lap lie ſcreen'd from cares and pains, 
And only toil to forge his ſubjects chains? 
And ſhall he hope the public voice to drown, 
The voice which gave, and can reſume his crown! 
When Conſcience bares her horrors, and the dread 
Of ſudden vengeance, burſting o'er his head, 
Wrings his black ſoul ; when injured nations groan, 
And cries of millions ſhake his tottering throne ; 
Shall flattering churchmen ſooth his guilty ears, 
With tortured texts, to calm his growing fears; 
Exalt his power above the Ætherial climes, - 
And call down Heaven to ſanctify his crimes ! 
O! impious doctrine !—Servile prieſts away! 
Your Prince you poiſon, and your God betray. 
Hapleſs the monarch ! who, in evil hour, 
Drinks from your cup the draught of lawleſs power ! 
The magic potion boils within his veins, 
And locks each ſenſe in adamantine chains i 
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Reaſon revolts, inſatiate thirſt enſues, 

The wild delirium each freſh draught renews 3 
In vain his people urge him to refrain, 

His faithful ſervants ſupplicate in vain ; 

He quaffs at length, impatient of controul, 
The bitter dregs that lurk within the bowl. 


Zeal your pretence, but wealth and power your aims, 


You ev'n could make a SoLomon of James. 

Behold the pedant, thron'd in awkward ſtate, 

Abſorb'd in pride, ridiculouſly great ; 

His courtiers ſeem to tremble at his nod, 

His prelates call his voice the voice of God 

Weakneſs and vanity with them combine, 

And James believes his majeſty divine. 

Preſumptuous wretch ! almighty power to ſcan, 

While every action proves him leſs than man. 
By your deluſions to the ſcaffold led, 

Martyr'd by you, a royal CMARLESs has bled. 

Teach then, ye ſycophants! O!] teach his ſon, 

The gloomy paths of tyranny to ſhun ; 

Teach him to prize Religion's ſacred claim, 

Teach him how Virtue leads to honeſt fame, 

How Freedom's wreath a monarch's brows adorns, 

Nor, baſely fawning, plant his couch with thorns. 

Point to his view his people's love alone, 

The ſolid baſis of his ſtedfaſt throne ; 

Choſen by them their deareſt rights to guard, 

The bad to puniſh, and the good reward, 
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Clement and juſt let him the ſceptre ſway, 
And willing ſubjects ſhall with pride obey, 
Shall vie to execute his high commands, 
His throne their hearts, his ſword and ſhield their hand. 
Happy the Prince ! thrice firmly fix*d his crown ! 
Who builds on public good his chaſte renown ; 
Studious to bleſs, who knows no ſecond aim, 
His people's intereſt, and his own the ſame ; 
The eaſe of millions reſts upon his cares, 
And thus Heaven's high prerogative he ſhares. 
Wide from the throne the bleſt contagion ſpreads, 
O'er all the land its gladdening influence ſheds, 
Faction's diſcordant ſounds are heard no more, 
And foul Corruption flies the indignant ſhore. 
His miniſters with joy their courſes run, 
And borrow luſtre from the royal ſun. 
But ſhould ſome-upſtart, train'd in Slavery's ſchool, 
Learn'd in the maxims of deſpotic rule, 
Full fraught with forms, and grave pedantic pride, 
(Myſterious cloak! the mind's defects to hide!) 
Sordid in ſmall things, prodigal in great, 
Saving for minions, ſquandering for the ſtate 
Should ſuch a miſcreant, born for England's bane, 
Obſcure the glories of a proſperous reign ; 
Gain, by the ſemblance of each praiſeful art, 
A pious prince's unſuſpecting heart; 
Envious of worth, and talents not his own, 
Chaſe all experienc'd merit from the throne ; 
O 2 To 
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To guide the helm a motley crew compoſe, 


Servile to him, the king's and country's foes ; ; 
Meanly deſcend each paltry place to fill, 
With tools of power, and panders to his will ; T 
Brandiſhing high the ſcorpion ſcourge o'er all, p 
Except ſuch ſlaves as bow the knee to Baal 1 
Should Albion's fate decree the baneful hour 
Short be the date of his deteſted power ! * 
Soon may his ſovereign break his iron rods, In 
And hear his people; for their voice is God's! | K. 
Ceaſe then your wiles, ye fawning courtiers! ceaſe, At 
Suffer your rulers to repoſe in peace ; A 
| ; r 
By Reaſon led, give proper names to things, | 
God made them men, the people made them kings ; Ar 
To all their acts but legal powers belong, To 
Thus England's Monarch never can do wrong ; Th 
Of right divine let fooliſh FiLMEr dream, Th 
The public welfare is the law ſupreme. 1 
Lives there a wretch, whoſe baſe, degenerate ſoul Th 
| { 
Can crouch beneath a tyrant's ſtern controul ? But 
Cringe to his nod, ignobly kiſs the hand We 
In galling chains that binds his native land ? Wh 
Purchas'd by gold, or aw'd by laviſh fear, ** 
Abandon all his anceſtors held dear ? Buil 
'Tamely behold that fruit of glorious toil, x 
England's Great Charter made a ruffian's ſpoil ; Re | 
Hear, unconcern'd, his injur'd country groan, Def; 


Nor ſtretch an arm to hurl him from the throne ? 
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Let ſuch to Freedom forfeit all their claims, 
And CRHRARLES's minions be the ſlaves of James, 
But ſoft awhile—— Now Cavenpisn, attend 
The warm effuſions of thy dying friend; 
Fearleſs who dares his inmoſt thoughts reveal, 
When thus to Heaven he makes his laſt appeal. 
All-gracious God ! whoſe goodneſs knows no bounds ! 
Whoſe power the ample univerſe ſurrounds ! 
In whoſe great balance, infinitely juſt, 
Kings are but men, and men are only duſt; 
At thy tribunal low thy ſuppliant falls, 
And here condemn'd, on thee for mercy calls ! 
Thou hear'ſt not, Lord! an hypocrite complain, 
And ſure with thee hypocriſy were vain; 
To thy all-piercing eye the heart lies bare, 
Thou know'ſt my fins, and, knowing, ſtill canſt ſpare ! 
Though partial power its miniſters may awe, 
And murder here by ſpecious forms of law ; 
The axe, which executes the harſh decree, 
But wounds the fleſh, to ſet the ſpirit free! 
Well may the man a tyrant's frown deſpiſe, 
Who, ſpurning earth, to heaven for refuge flies ; 
And on thy mercy, when his foes prevail, 
Builds his firm truſt ; that rock can never fail ! 
Hear then, Jehovah ! hear thy ſervant's prayer! 
Be England's welfare thy pecuilar care ! 
Defend her laws, her worſhip chaſte, and pure, 
and guard her rights while Heaven and Earth endure ! 
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O let not ever fell tyrannic ſway 
His blood-ſtain'd ſtandard on her ſhores diſplay ! 
Nor fiery zeal uſurp thy holy name, 
Blinded with blood, and wrapt in rolls of flame! 
In vain let Slavery ſhake her threat'ning chain, 
And Perſecution wave her torch in vain ! 
Ariſe, O Lord! and hear thy people's call! 
Nor for one man let three great kingdoms fall ! 
O! that my blood may glut the barbarous rage 
Of Freedom's foes, and England's ills afſwaye !— 
Grant but that prayer, I aſk for no repeal, 
A willing victim for my country's weal ! 
With rapturous joy the crimſon ſtream ſhall flow, 
And my heart leap to meet the friendly blow ! 

But ſhould the fiend, tho' drench'd with human | gore, 
Dire Bigotry, infatiate, thirſt for more, 


And, arm'd from Rome, ſeek this devoted land, ( 
Death in her eye, and bondage in her hand— Ant 
Blaſt her fell purpoſe ! blaſt her foul defires ! | 0: 
Break ſhort her ſword, and quench her horrid fires ! Ant 

Raiſe up ſome champion, zealous to maintain £ 
The ſacred compact by which monarchs reign ! Un 
Wile to foreſce all danger from afar, Hal 
And brave to meet the thunders of the war ! = 
Let pure 1 eligion, not to forms confin'd, 4 f 
And love of freedom fill his generous mind! = 
Warm let his breaſt with ſparks celeſtial glow, BA 


Benizn to man, the tyrant's deadly foe ! 
While 
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While ſinking nations reſt upon his arm, 
Do thou the great Deliverer ſhield from harm ! 
Inſpire his councils ! aid his righteous ſword ! 
Till Albion rings with Liberty reſtor' d! 
Thence let her years in bright ſucceſſion run ! 
And Freedom reign coæval with the ſun. 
'Tis done, my Ca'nDisn, Heaven has heard my prayer; 
$0 ſpeaks my heart, far all 13 rapture there. 
To Belgia's coaſt advert thy raviſh'd eyes, 
That happy, coaſt, whence all our hopes ariſe ! 
Behold the Prince, perhaps thy future king ! 
From whoſe green years matureſt bleſſings ſpring ; 
Whoſe youthful arm, when all-o'erwhelming Power 
Ruthleſs march'd forth, his country to devour, 
With firm-brac'd nerve repell'd the brutal force, 
And ſtopp'd th' unwieldy giant in his courſe. 
Great William hail ! who fceptres could deſpiſe, 
And ſpurn a crown with unretorted eyes! 
O! when will princes learn to copy thee, 
And leave mankind, as Heaven ordain'd them, free! 
Haſte, mighty chief! our injur'd rights reſtore ! 
Quick ſpread thy ſails for Albion's longing ſhore ! 
Haſte, mighty chief! ere millions groan enflav'd ; 
And add three realms to one already faved ! 
While Freedom lives, thy memory ſhall be dear, 
And reap freſh honours each returning year ; 
Nations preſerv'd ſhall yield immortal fame, 
And endleſs ages bleſs thy glorious name! 
| O 4 Then 
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Then fhall my Ca'np1sn, foremott in the field, 


By juſtice arm'd, his ſword conſpicuous wield ; 
While willing legions crowd around his car, 
And ruſh impetuous to the righteous war. 

On that great day be every chance defy'd, 
And think thy Russ EI combats by thy fide ; 


Nor, crown'd with victory, ceaſe thy generous toil, 


Till firmeſt peace ſecure this happy iſle. 

Ne'er let thine honeſt, open heart believe 
Profeſſions Tpecious, forg'd but to deceive ; 
Fear may extort them, when reſources fail, 
But O! reje& the baſeleſs, flattering tale. 
Think not that promiſes or oaths can bind, 
With folemn ties, a Rome-devoted mind ; 

WI ich yields to all the holy juggler faith, 
And deep imbibes the bloody, damning faith, 
What though the Bigot raiſe to heaven his eyes, 
And call th* Almighty witneſs from the ſkies ! 
Soon as the wiſh'd occaſion he explores, 
To plant the Roman croſs on England's ſhores, 
All, all will vaniſh, while his prieſts applaud, 
And faint the perjurer for the pious fraud. 

Far let him fly theſe freedom-breathing climes, 


And ſeek proud Rome, the foſterer of his crimes ; 


There let him ſtrive to mount the Papal chair, 
And ſcatter empty thunders in the air, 
Grimly preſide in Superſtitions ſchool, 

And curſe thoſe kingdoms he could never rule. 
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Here let me pauſe, and bid the world adieu, 

While Heaven's bright manſions open to my view !— 
Yet ſtill one care, one tender care remains; 

My bountcous friend, relieve a father's pains! 

Watch o'er my Son, inform his waxen youth, 

And mould his mind to virtue and to truth ; 

Soon let him learn fair liberty to prize, 

And envy him, who for his country dies ; 

In one ſhort ſentence to comprize the whole, 

Transfuſe to his the virtues of thy ſoul. 
Preſerve thy life, my too, too generous friend, 

Nor ſeek with mine thy happier fate to blend ! 

Live for thy country, live to guard her laws, 

Proceed, and proſper in the glorious cauſe ; 

While I, tho' vanquiſh'd, ſcorn the field to fly, 

But boldly face my foes, and bravely die. 
Let princely Mon movuTH courtly wiles beware, 

Nor truſt too far to fond paternal care ; 

Too oft dark deeds deform the midnight cell, 

Heaven only knows how noble Eſſex fell! 

Six Ex yet lives, whoſe comprehenſive mind 

Ranges at large through ſyſtems unconfin'd ; 

Wrapt in himſelf, ke ſcorns the tyrant's power, 

And hurls defiance even from the tower ; 

With tranquil brow awaits th' unjuſt decree, 

And, arm'd with virtue, looks to follow me. 
Ca'npisH, farewel ! may Fame our names entwine ! 

Thro? life I lov'd thee, dying I am thine ; | 
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With pious rites let duſt to duſt be thrown, 
And thus inſcribe my monumental ſtone : 
« Here Russ lies, enfranchis'd by the grave, 
He priz'd his birthright, nor would hve a ſlave, 
« Few were his words, but honeſt and ſincere, 
«© Dear were his friends, his country ſtill more dear; 
In parents, children, wife, ſupremely bleſs'd, 
gut that one paſſion ſwallow'd all the reſt ; 
«« To guard her freedom was his only pride, 
% Such was his love, and for that love he dy'd. 
Vet fear not thou, when Liberty diſplays 
Her glorious flag, to ſteer his courſe to praiſe ; 
«« For know, (whoe'er thou art that read'ſt his fate, 
„ And think'ſt, perhaps, his ſufferings were too great,) 
„% Bleſs'd as he was, at her imperial call, 
« Wife, children, parents, he reſign'd them all; 
«« Each fond affection then forſook his ſoul, 
« And Amor PaTRIZ occupied the whole; 
1% In that great cauſe he joy'd to meet his doom, 
« Bleſs'd the keen axe, and triumph'd o'er the tomb.” 
The hour draws near—But what are hours to me? 
Hours, days, and years hence undiſtinguiſh'd flee | 
Time, and his glaſs unheeded paſs away, 
Abſorb'd, and Joſt in one vaſt flood of day! 
On Freedom's wings my foul is borne on high, 
And ſoars exulting to its native ſcy! 
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A BIRT H- DAY OFFERING TO 4 
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RE this ſhort winter's day be gone, 
My Mazy-Anrns is twenty one. 
Of days ſtill ſhorter juſt a Lent, 
Patch'd up from different years, is ſpent, 
Since her Devoted fairly reckon'd 
The cloſe of year the thirty- ſecond. 
Bending beneath the weight of years, 
Full as infirm as he appears, 
What can a worn-out lover do, 
With twenty-one, at thirty two ? 
For ſuch a phrenzy no defence is— 
The girl has clearly loſt her ſenſes. 
Perhaps deceiv'd by ſome fond notion, 
Embrac'd in rapture of devotion, 
(I quote ſuch fancies to expoſe *em) 
She dreams of bliſs in Abraham's boſom ; 
And chuſes an Antique the rather, 
With better grace to call him father. 
Perhaps — but fiction be ſuppreſs'd, 


While real joy expands my breaſt 
My 
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My faithful flame her heart approves, 
And O!] tranſporting thought! ſhe loves, 
When Souls, by impulſe ſympathetic, 
By intuition moſt prophetic, 
By feelings, which they cannot ſmother, 
Leap at firſt glance to meet each other, 
When each 1:ſelf in t'other traces, 
What matter for their different caſes ? 
Of kin, perhaps, in pre-exiſtence, 
Without dull Reaſon's flow aſſiſtance, 
They recolle& the happy union, 
Ayd long to recommence communion. 
I] muſt confeſs that ſuch attraction, 
For eaſe, convenience, ſatisſaction, 
Were beſt if, on deliberation, 
It met with Reaſon's approbation : 
Not as of abſolute dominion, 
To rule by dint of dark opinion ; 
Not as a Lord of ſovereign ſway, 
Whom love muſt worſhip and obey ; 
But merely as the herd inferior 
May judge the acts of Powers ſuperior ; 
As my poor intellect, or thine, 
May ſcan authority divine— 
In ſhort, I'd have our ſimple love, 
Not again/? reaſon, but above. 
Two birds, ſuppgſe, of various feather, 
Hung in one room by chance together. 
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To airs melodious tune their voices, 
While each the other's ear rejoices : | 
If, without half a note erroneous, 
The ſong be perfectly harmonious, 
What matter for the forms or ages, 
Of bills, of feathers, and of cages? 
Dean Swirr, whoſe talent lives no more, 
His Stella ſung at forty- four; 
And breath'd an idle wiſh to ſplit 
In twain her beauty, years, and wit 
Of half her charms he made a proffer 
For youth; but Time diſdain'd his offer. 
Far happier I, who well could ſpare, 
Of each accompliſhment a ſhare, 
Yet leave an ample ſtore of charms, 
To bring Elyſium to my arms, 
Am not reduc'd thoſe charms to barter, 
And cry to heedleſs Time for quarter— 
Fly, Sluggard, on thy ſwifteſt wing, 
My charmer yields not. All till Spring ! 
Then, firm in Conſtancy's reliance, 
I bid thy cruel ſcythe defiance ; 
Deal when thou wilt the deadly blow, 
Thou canſt but ſeparate below, 
Thy firſt can but for moments ſever, 
Thy ſecond re-unites for ever. 
Perhaps, ſuſpending mortal rage, 
By filent ſap, and creeping age, 
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By ſubtile, ſecret, ſlow approaches, 
As mildew on the blade incroaches, 
Thou hop'ſt, malignant fiend ! to tame 
The ardour of love's fierceſt lame— 
Vain ſhalt thou find thy keeneſt blaſt, 
Bliſs once poſſeſs'd, thy power is paſt. 
Can years, while ſenſe remains, deſtroy 
The memory of tranſcendent joy? 
Can years bright Innocence 1mpair ? 
Can years make Virtue look leſs fair ? 
But Beauty, by thy influence curſt, 
May ficken—Tyrant, do thy worſt! 
I know thy power, and am prepar'd 
To meet thy ſharpeſt darts unſcar'd. 
Though Body, Mind, thou canſt controul, 
Own thy ſurvivor in the Soul; 
Whoſe perfect bliſs is not enjoy'd, 
Jill thou art utterly deſtroy'd. 
Ev'n here, as health and beauty fail, 
While lihes o'er the roſe prevail, 
Long ere thy menac'd ills can harm, 
Though every hour ſhould ſteal a charm— 
Long ere, by twenty ſtars a day, 
'The ſpangled Heavens would wear away. 
Unconſcious of the gradual wane, 
As years their empire ſlowly gain, 
While my ideas, in the race, 
Obſerve a due-proportion'd pace, 
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And limbs grow cold, and ſenſes faulter, 
I ſha'n't perceive her Perſon alter. 
When Age her dimpled cheek beguiles, 
And wrinkles plants, inſtead of ſmiles, 
Tho' every Cupid he ſhould ſmother, 
PI think her handſome as their mother, 
When, ſteady to his barbarous plan, 
To ſpoil my lovely Mary-ArxNe, 

The ſavage unrelenting creature 

Has robb'd her face of every feature, 
And, to conceptions merely commen, 
My charmer ſeems a plain old woman, 
Still in my heart ſhe'll hold her throne, 
Still in my eyes be twenty-one. 
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ATURE, with lib'ral hand, diſpenſes, 
Her apparatus of the ſenſes, 

In articles of gen'ral uſe, 
Nerves, ſinews, muſcles, bones profuſe, 
Diſtinguiſhing her fav'rite race, 
With form erect, and featur'd face: 
The flowing hair, the poliſh'd ſkin— 
But, for the furniture within, 
Whether it be of brains, or lead, 
What matters it, ſo there's a head? 
For wiſeſt noddle ſeldom goes, 
But as tis lead by corp'ral noſe. 
Nor is it thinking much, but doing, 


That keeps our tenements from ruin. 
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And hundreds eat, who ſpin, or knit, 1 
For one that lives by dint of wit. | 
The ſturdy threſher plies his flail, 
And what to this doth Wit avail ? 
Who learns from Wit to preſs the ſpade ? 
Or thinks *twou'd mend the cobler's trade? 
The pedlar, with his cumb'rous pack, 
Carries his brains upon his back. 
Some wear them in full-bottom'd wig, 
Or hang them by with queue; or pig. 
Reduc'd, till they return again, 
In diſhabille, to common men. 
Then, why my friend, is Wit ſo rare? 
*Cauſe only fit to make folk ſtare. 
A Meteor's blaze, a raree-ſhow — 
Say what it is, for well you know. 
Or, if you can with patience hear 
A witleſs fable, lend an ear. 
Betwixt two ſloping verdant hills, 
A current pour'd its careleſs rills, 
Which unambitious crept along, 
With weeds, and matted graſs o'erhung, 
Till rural Genius, on a day, 
Chanciug along its banks to ſtray, 
Remark'd with penetrating look 
The latent merits of the brook, 
Much griev'd to ſee ſuch talents hid, 
And thus the dull by-ſtanders chid, 
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How blind is man's incurious race, 
The ſcope of Nature's plans to trace? 
How do ye mangle half her charms, 
And fright her hourly with alarms ? 
Disfigure now her ſwelling mounds, 
And now contract her ſpacious bounds ? 
Fritter her faireſt lawns to alleys, 
Bare her green hills, and hide her valleys? 
Confine her ſtreams with rule and line, 
And counteract her whole deſign ? 
Neglecting, where ſhe points the way, 
Her eaſy dictates to obey ? 
To bring her hidden worth to ſight ; 
And place her charms in faireſt light ? 
Alike to intelleQuals blind, 
"Tis thus you treat the youthful mind. 
Miſtaking Gravity for Senſe, 
For dawn of Wit, Impertinence. 
The boy of genuine parts, and merit, 
For ſome unlucky prank of ſpirit, | 
Is whipp'd with ſtupid rage from ſchool, 
And branded with the name of fool, 
Becauſe his active blood flow'd faſter 
Than the dull puddle of his maſter, 
While the flow plodder trots along, | 
Thro? thick and thin, thro? proſe and ſong, 
Inſenſible of all their graces, | 
But learn'd in words, and common phraſes : 
* 
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Till in due time he's mov'd to College, 

To ripen theſe choice feeds of knowledge. 
So ſome taſte-pedant, wond'rous wiſe, 

Exerts his genius in dirt-pies. 

Delights the tonſile yew to raiſe, 

But hates your laurels, and your bays, 

Becauſe too rambling, and luxuriant, 

Like forward youths, of brains too prurient. 

Makes puns, and anagrams in box, 

And turns his trees to bears, and cocks. 

Excels inquaint jette-d'eau, or fountain, 

Or leads his ſtream acroſs a mountain, 

To ſhew its ſhallowneſs, and pride, 

In a broad grin, on t'other fide. 

Perverting all the rules of ſenſe, 

Which never offers violence, 

But gently leads where Nature tends, 

Sure, with applauſe, to gain its ends. 
But one example may teach more, 

Than precepts hackney'd o'er, and o'er. 

Then mark this rill, with weeds o'erhung, 

Unnotic'd by the vulgar throng ! 

Ev'n this, conducted by my laws, 

Shall riſe to fame, attract applauſe ; 

Inſtruct in n fable, ſhine in ſong, 

And be the theme of every tongue. 


n See fable XLII. and LI. in Dodſley's new-invented fables, and many 
Til Re pieces printed in the public papers. 
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He ſaid: and, to his fav'rite ſon, 
Conſign'd the taſk, and will'd it done. 
Damon his counſel wiſely weigh'd, 

And carefully the ſcene ſurvey'd. 
And, tho? it ſeems he ſaid but little, 
He took his meaning to a tittle. 

And firſt his purpoſe to befriend, 

A bank he rais'd at th* upper end: 
Compact, and cloſe its outward ſide, 
To ſtay, and ſwell the gath'ring tide ; 
But, on its inner, rough and tall, 

A ragged cliff, a rocky wall. 

The channel next he op'd to view, 
And, from its courſe the rubbiſh drew. 
Enlarg'd it now, and now, with line 
Oblique purſu'd his fair deſign. 
Preparing here the mazy way, 

And there the fall for ſportive play. 
The precipice abrupt, and ſteep, 

'The pebbled road and cavern deep. 
The rooty ſeat, where beſt to view 
The fairy ſcene, at diſtance due. 

He laſt invok'd the Dryads aid, 

And fring'd the borders round with ſhade, 
Tap'ſtry, by Nature's fingers wove, 
No mimic, but a real grove: 

Part hiding, part admitting day, 

The ſcene to grace the future play. 
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Damon perceives, with raviſh'd eyes, 

The beautiful enchantments riſe, 

Sees ſweetly blended ſhade, and light, 

Sees ev'ry part with each unite, 

Sees each, as he directs, aſſume 

A livelier dye, or deeper gloom. 

So, faſhion'd by the painter's ſkill, 

New forms the glowing canvas fill. 

So, to the ſummer's ſun, the roſe, 

And ſeſſamin their charms diſcloſe, 
While, all intent on this retreat, 

He ſaw his fav'rite work complete, 

Divine enthuſiaſm ſeiz'd his breaſt, 

And thus his tranſport he expreſs'd. 

« Let others toil, for wealth, or power, 

J court the ſweetly-vacant hour: 

Down life's ſmooeh current calmly glide, 

Nor vex'd with cares, nor rack'd with pride. 

Give me, O Nature! to explore 

Thy lovely charms, I aſk no more. 

For thee I fly from vulgar eyes, 


For thee I vulgar cares deſpiſe. 


For thee Ambition's charms refign, 
Accept a vot'ry wholly thine, 
Vet ſtill let Friendſhip's joys be near, 
till, on theſe plains, her train appear, 
By Learning's ſons my haunts be trod, 
And Stamford's feet imprint my ſod. 
FI 


For 
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For Stamford oft hath deign'd to ſtray 
Around my Leaſow's flow'ry way. 
And, where his honour'd ſteps have rov'd, 
Oft have his gifts thoſe ſcenes improv'd. 
To him I'll dedicate my cell, 
To him ſuſpend the votive ſpell. 
His name ſhall heighten ey'ry charm, 
His name protect my groves from harm, 
Prote& my harmleſs ſport from blame, 
And turn Obſcurity to fame.” 
He ſpake. His hand the pencil guides, 
And u Stamford o'er the ſcene preſides. 
The proud device, with borrow'd grace, 
Conferr'd new luſtre on the place : 
As books, by dint of dedication, 
Enjoy their patron's reputation. 

Now, launching from its lofty ſhore, 
'The looſen'd ſtream began to roar : 
As headlong, from the rocky mound, 
It ruſh'd into the vaſt profound, 
There check'd awhile, again it flow'd 
Glitt'ring along the channel'd road: 
From ſteep to ſteep, a frequent fall, 
Fach diffrent, and each natural. 
Obſtructing roots, and rocks between, 
Diverſify th* enchanted ſcene, 


® The ſcene here referr'd to is inſcribed to the right honourable the 
carl of Stamford, ; 
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While winding now, and intricate, 
Now more develop'd, and in tate, 
TH united ftream, with rapid force, 
Purſues amain its downward courſe, 
Till at your feet abſorb'd, it hides 
Beneath the ground its buſtling tides. 
With prancing fteeds, and liv'ried trains, 
Soon daily ſhone the bord'ring plains. 


And diſtant ſounds foretold th approach 


Of frequent chaiſe, and crowded coach. 
For ſons of Taſte, and daughters fair, 
Haſted the ſweet ſurpriſe to ſhare : 
While » Hagley wonder'd at their ſtay, 
And hardly brook'd the long delay. 

Not diſtant far below, a mill 
Was built upon a neighb'ring rill : 
Whoſe pent-up ſtream, whene'er let looſe, 
Impell'd a wheel, cloſe at its ſluice, 
So ſtrongly, that, by friction's pow'r, 
*Twou'd grind the firmeſt grain to flow'r, 
Or, by a correſpondence new, 
With hammers, and their clatt'ring crew, 
Wou'd ſo beſtir her active ſtumps, 
On iron- blocks, tho? arrant lumps, 
That, in a trice, ſhe'd manage matters, 
To make 'em all as fmooth as platters, 


The ſeat of the right honourable Lord Lyttelton. 
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Or flit a bar to rods quite taper,. -- - 
With as much eaſe as you'd cut paper. 
For, tho? the lever gave the blow, 
Yet it was lifted from below ; 
And wou'd for ever have lain ſtill, 
But for the buſtling of the rill ; 
Who, from her ſtately pool, or Ocean, 
Put all the wheels, and pofts in motion ; 
Things in their nature very quiet, | 
Tho' making all this noiſe and riot. 
This ſtream, that could in toll excell, 
Began with fooliſh pride to ſwell : 
Piqu'd at her neighbour's reputation, 
And thus expreſs'd her indignation. 
Madam! methinks you're vaſtly proud, 
You was'n't us'd to talk ſo loud. 
Nor cut ſuch capers in your pace, 
Marry ! what anticks, what grimace ! 
For ſhame! don't give yourſelf ſuch airs, 
In flaunting down thoſe hideous ſtairs. 
Nor put yourſelf in ſuch a flutter, 
Whate'er you do, you dirty gutter ! 
Pd have you know, you upſtart minx! 
Ere you were form'd, with all your ſinks, 
A lake I was, compar'd with which, | 
Your ſtream is but a paltry ditch ; 
And ſtill, on honeſt labour bent, 
I ne'er a ſingle flaſh miſpent. 


And 
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And yet no folks of high degree, 
Wou'd e'er vouchſafe to viſit me, 
As, in their coaches, by they rattle, 
Forſooth ! to hear your idle prattle. 
Tho' half the buſineſs of my flooding 
Is to provide them cakes and pudding : 
Or furnyh ſtuff for many a trinket, 
Which, tho” ſo fine, you ſcarce wou'd think it, 
When Boulton's ſkill has fix*d their beauty, 
To my rough toil firſt ow'd their duty. 
But I'm plain Goody of the Mill 
And you are—Madam Caſcadille!“ 

Dear Coz, reply'd the beauteous torrent, 

Pray do not diſcompoſe your current. 
That we all from one fountain flow, 
Hath been agreed on long ago. 
Varying our talents and our tides, 
As chance, or education guides, 
'That I have either note, or name, 
I owe to him who gives me fame. 
Who teaches all our kind to flow, 
Or gaily ſwift, or gravely ſlow. 
Now in the lake, with glaily face, 
Now moving light, with dimpled grace. 
Now gleaming from the rocky height, 
Now, in rough eddies, foaming white. 


P A very ingenious, and eminent merchant in Birmingham, 
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Nor envy me the gay, or great, 
That viſit my obſcure retreat. 

None wonders that a clown can dig, 
But ' tis ſome art to dance a jig. 

Your talents are employ'd for uſe, 
Mine to give pleaſure,. and amuſe. 
And tho?, dear Coz, no folks of taſte 


Their idle hours with you will waſte, 


Yet many a priſt comes to your mill, 
Which helps your maſter's bags to fill. 
While I, with all my notes, and trilling, 
For Damon never got a ſhilling. 

Then, gentle Coz, forbear your clamours, 
Enjoy your hoppers, and your hammers : 
We gain our ends by diff'rent ways, 

And you get bread, and I get—praiſe. 
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MONODY TO THE MEMORY OF A 
YOUNG LADY. 


BY CUTHBERT SHAW. 


ET dolT live! O how ſhall I ſuſtain 
This vaſt unutterable weight of woe ? 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, 
Or all the complicated ills below— 

She, in whoſe life my hopes were treaſur'd all, 
Is gone—for ever fled— 
My deareſt Emma's dead; 

Theſe eyes, theſe tear-ſwoln eyes beheld her fall: 

Ah no—ſhe lives on ſome far happier ſhore, 

She lives—but (cruel thought!) ſhe lives for memo more, 


I, who the tedious abſence of a day 
Remov'd, wou'd languifh for my charmer's ſight, 
Wou'd chide the lingering moments for delay, 
And fondly blame the ſlow return of night; 
How, how ſhall I endure 
(O miſery paſt a cure!) 
Hours, days, and years ſucceſſively to roll, 
Nor ever more behold the comfort of my ſoul ? 
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Was ſhe not all my fondeſt wiſh could frame? 

Did ever mind ſo much of heaven partake ? 

Did ſhe not love me with the pureſt flame, 

And give up friends and fortune for my ſake ? 

Though mild as evening ſkies, 
With downcaſt, ſtreaming eyes, 

Stood the ſtern frown of ſupercilious brows, 

Deaf to their brutal threats, and faithful to her vows, 


Come then, ſome Muſe, the ſaddeſt of the train, 
(No more your bard ſhall dwell on idle lays) 
Teach me each moving melancholy ſtrain, 
And O diſcard the pageantry of phraſe : 
Ill ſuit the flowers of ſpeech with woes like mine! 
Thus, haply, as I paint 


The ſource of my complaint, 
My ſoul may own the impaſſion'd line; 
A flood of tears may guſh to my relief, 
And from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load of grief. 


Forbear, my fond officious friends, forbear 
To wound my ears with the ſad tales you tell ; 
« How good ſhe was, how gentle, and how fair !” 
In pity ceaſe— alas! I know too well: 
How, in her ſweet expreſſive face 
Beam'd forth the beauties of her mind, 
Yet heighten'd by exterior grace 
Of manners moſt engaging, moſt refin'd ; 


No 
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No piteous object could ſhe ſee, 
But her ſoft boſom ſhar'd the woe, 
Whilſt ſmiles of affability T. 
Endear'd whatever boon ſhe might beſtow. | 
Whate'er the emotions of her heart, 
Still ſhone conſpicuous in her eyes, 
Stranger to every female art, 
Alike to feign, or to diſguiſe : 
And O the boaſt how rare! 
The ſecret in her faithful breaſt repos'd, 
She ne'er with lawleſs tongue diſclos'd, ; 
In facred filence lodg'd mviolate there. 
O feeble words unable to expreſs 
Her matchleſs virtues, or my own diſtreſs ! 


Relentleſs Death! that, ſteel'd to human woe, 
With murderous hands deals havock on mankind, 
Why (cruel !) ſtrike this deprecated blow, 
And leave ſuch wretched multitudes behind? 
Hark! Groans come wing'd on every breeze! 
The ſons of Grief prefer their ardent vow ; 
Oppreſs'd with forrow, want, or dire diſeaſe, 
And ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now : 
In vain—Perverſe, ſtill on the unweeting head 
"Tis thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed ; 
Hope's infant bloſſoms to deſtroy, 
And drench in tears the face of joy. 
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But oh! fell tyrant! yet expect the hour 
When Virtue ſhall renounce thy power; 
When thou no more ſhalt blot the face of day, 
Nor mortals tremble at thy rigid ſway, 
Alas! the day—where-'e'er I turn my eyes, | 
Some ſad memento of my lofs appears ; 
I fly the fatal houſe—fuppreſs my ſighs, 
Reſoly'd to dry my unavailing tears: 
But, ah! In vain—no change of time or place 
The memory can efface 
Of all that ſweetneſs, that enchanting air, 
Now loſt; and nought remains but anguiſh and deſpaix. 


Where were the delegates of Heaven, oh where! 
Appointed Virtue's children ſafe to keep! 
Had Innocence or Virtue been their care, 
She had not dy'd, nor had I hy'd to weep : 
Mov'd by my tears, and by her patience mov'd, 
To ſee her force the endearing ſmile, 


| My ſorrows to beguile, 1 | 
1 When Torture's keeneſt rage ſhe prov'd ; 5 
Sure they had warded that untimely dart, - | 


Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſband's heart. 
How ſhall I e' er forget that dreadful hour, 

When feeling Death's reſiſtleſs power, 

My hand ſhe preſs'd, wet with her falling tears, 

And thus, in faultering accents, ſpoke her fears ! 
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Ah, my lov'd lord, the tranſient ſcene is o'er, 
« And we muſt part (alas!) to meet no-more ! 
« But oh! if e'er thy Emma's name was dear, 
« If &er thy vows have charm'd my raviſt'd- ear; 
« If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, 
« Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune ſmil'd in vain, 
« If it has been my ſole endeavour, ſtill 
« To act in all, obſequious to thy will; 
« To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, 
Then only truly bleſt when thou wert ſo: 
« Tf I have doted with that fond exceſs, 
« Nor Love could add, nor Fortune make it leſs; 
« If this I've done, and more—oh then be kind 
« To the dear lovely babe I leave behind. 
« When time my once-lov'd memory ſhall efface, 
« Some happier maid may take thy Emma's place, 
« With envious eyes thy partial fondneſs ſee, 
« And hate it for the love thou bore to me: 
« My deareſt Shaw, forgive a woman's fears, 
„ But one word more (I cannot bear thy tears) 
„ Promiſe——and I will truſt thy faithful vow, 
(Oft have I try'd, and ever found thee true) 
That to ſome diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 
This fatal pledge of hapleſs Emma's love, 
„Where ſafe, thy blandiſhments it may partake, 
* And oh! be tender for its mother's ſake, 
„ Wilt thou? 
; know thou wilt fad filence ſpeaks aſſent, 
And in that pleaſing hope thy Emma dies content,” 
I, wha 
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I, who with more than manly ſtrength have bore 
The various ills impos'd by cruel Fate, 
Suſtain the firmneſs of my ſoul no more, 
But ſink beneath the weight : | 
Juſt Heaven (I cry'd) from Memory's earlieſt day 
No comfort has thy wretched ſuppliant known, 
Misfortune ſtill with unrelenting ſway 
Has claim'd me for her own, 
But O in pity to my grief, reſtore 
This only ſource of bliſs ; I aſk—T aſk no more 
Vain hope—th' irrevocable doom is paſt, 
Ev'n now ſhe looks—ſhe ſighs her laſt—— 
Vainly I ſtrive to ſtay her fleeting breath, 


And, with rebellious heart, proteſt againſt her death, 


When the ſtern tyrant clos'd her lovely eyes, 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow ! 
With impious wiſh to tear her from the ſkies ; 
How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woe ! 
But whither would this dreadful frenzy lead ? 
Fond man, forbear, 
Thy fruitleſs ſorrow ſpare, 
Dare not to taſk what Heaven's high will decreed ; 
In humble reverence kiſs th' afflictive rod, 
And proſtrate bow to an offended God. 


Perhaps kind Heaven in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some ſaving truth thy roving ſoul to teach; 

To wean thy heart from groveling views below, 

And point out bliſs beyond Mis fortune's reach: 


To 
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To ſhew that all the flattering ſchemes of joy, 
Which towering Hope ſo fondly builds in air, 
One fatal moment can deſtroy, 
And plunge th' exulting Maniac in deſpair. 
Then O! with pious fortitude ſuſtain 
Thy preſent loſs—haply, thy future gain; 
Nor let thy Emma die in vain; 
Time ſhall adminiſter its wonted balm, 
And huſh this ſtorm of grief to no unpleaſing calm. 
| 
Thus the poor bird, by ſome difaſt'rous fate 
Caught and impriſon'd in a lonely cage, 
Torn from 1ts native fields, and dearer mate, 
Flutters awhile, and ſpends its little rage : 
But, finding all its efforts weak and vain, 
No more it pants and rages for the plain ; 
Moping awhile, in ſullen mood 
Droops the ſweet mourner but, ere long, 
Prunes its light wings, and pecks its food, 
And meditates the ſong : 
Serenely ſorrowing, breathes its piteous caſe, 
And with its plaintive warblings ſaddens all the place. 


Forgive me, Heaven—yet—yet the tears will flow, 
To think how ſoon my ſcene of bliſs is paſt ! 
My budding joys juſt promiſing to blow, 
All nipt and wither'd by one envious blaſt ! 
Vol. III. Q My 
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My hours, that laughing wont to fleet away, 
Move heavily along; 
Where's now the ſprightly jeſt, the jocund ſong 
Time creeps unconſcious of delight : 


How ſhall I cheat the tedious day ? 
And O——the joyleſs night! Nou 
Where ſhall I reſt my weary head ? No! 


How ſhall I find repoſe on a ſad widow'd bed ? 


Come, 1 Theban drug, the wretch's only aid, 


To my torn heart its former peace reſtore ; W. 
Thy votary wrapp'd in thy Lethean ſhade, With 
Awhile ſhall ceaſe his ſorrows to deplore: Af 
Haply when lock'd in Sleep's embrace, Shou! 
Again I ſhall behold my Emma's face; W. 
Again with tranſport hear Coun 
Her voice ſoft whiſpering in my ear; Im 
May ſteal once more a balmy kiſs, Shoul 
And taſte at leaſt of viſionary bliſs. - WI 
Sha 

But ah! th' unwelcome morn's obtruding light 
Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs depoſe, Tod 
Will tear the dear illuſion from my ſight, Hoy 
And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes : O to 
If to the verdant helds I ſtray, Whilf 

Alas! what pleaſures now can theſe convey ? 

And tl 
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Her lovely form purſues where-e'er I go, 
And darkens all the ſcene with woe. 
By Nature's laviſh bounties chear'd no more, 
Sorrowing I rove 
Thro' valley, grot, and grove ; 
Nought can their beauties or my loſs reſtore ; 
No herb, no plant, can med'cine my diſeaſe, 
And my ſad ſighs are borne on every paſſing breeze. 


Sickneſs and ſorrow hovering round my bed, 

Who now with anxious haſte ſhall bring relief, 
With lenient hand ſupport my drooping head, 

Aſſwage my pains, and mitigate my grief? 
Should worldly buſineſs call away, 

Who now ſhall in my abſence fondly mourn, 
Count every minute of the loitering day, 
Impatient for my quick return ? 

Should aught my boſom diſcompole, 
Who now with ſweet complacent air, 
Shall ſmooth the rugged brow of Care, 
And ſoften all my woes ? 
Too faithful Memory Ceaſe, O ceaſe 
How ſhall I e' er regain my peace ? 
(O to forget her)—but how vain each art, 
Whilſt every virtue lives imprinted on my heart, 


And thou, my little cherub, left behind, 

To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woes, 
When Reaſon's dawn informs thy infant mind, 
And thy ſweet- liſping tongue ſhall af: the cauſe, 
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How oft with ſorrow ſhall mine eyes run o'er, 
When, twining round my knees, I trace 
Thy mother's ſmile upon thy face? 


How oft to my full heart ſhalt thou reſtore Tt 
Sad memory of my joys —ah now no more! 
By bleſſings once enjoy'd now more diſtreſt, WI 
More beggar by the riches once poſſeſt. Th 
My little darling! —dearer to me grown 1 
By all the tears thou'ſt caus'd—(O ſtrange to hear!) Wh 
Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own, 8 
Thy cradle purchas'd with thy mother's bier: To 
Who now ſhall ſeek with fond delight, And 
Thy infant ſteps to guide aright ? 
She, who with doating eyes, would gaze 4 
On all thy little artleſs ways, 
By all thy ſoft endearments bleſt, AN 


And claſp thee oft with tranſport to her breaſt, 
Alas! 1s gone Yet ſhalt thou prove 
A father's deareſt, tendereſt love; 
And O ſweet ſenſeleſs ſmiler (envied ſtate !) 
As yet unconſcious of thy hapleſs fate, 
When years thy judgment ſhall mature, 
And Reaſon ſhews thoſe ills it cannot cure, 
Wilt thou, a father's grief to aſſwage, 
For virtue prove the Phoenix of the earth? 
(Like her, thy mother dy'd to give thee birth) 
And be the comfort of my age! 


When 


When 
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When ſick and languiſhing I lie, 
Wilt thou my Emma's wonted care ſupply ? 
And oft, as, to thy liſtening ear, 
Thy mother's virtues and her fate 1 tell, 
Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear, 
Whilſt on the mournful theme I dwell ? 
Then, fondly ſtealing to thy father's fide, 
Whene'er thou ſeeſt the ſoft diſtreſs, 
Which I would vainly ſeek to hide, 
Say, wilt thou ſtrive to make it leſs ? 
To ſooth my ſorrows all thy cares employ, 
And in my cup of grief infuſe one drop of joy? 
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AN EVENING ADDRESS TO A NIGHTINGALE. 
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WEET bird! that kindly perching near, 
Pour'ſt thy plaints melodious in mine ear, 

Not, like baſe-worldlings, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of Woe, 

Thanks for thy ſorrow-ſoothing ſtrain : | 
for ſurely, thou haſt known to prove, 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love, 

Elſe why ſo feelingly complain, 
And with thy piteous notes thus ſadden all the grove ? 
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Say, doſt thou mourn thy raviſh*d mate, 
That oft enamour'd on thy ſtrains has hung? 
Or has the cruel hand of Fate | 
Bereft thee of thy darling young ? 
Alas, for BoTH, I weep 
In all the pride of youthful charms, 
A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms ! 
A lovely babe that ſhould have liv'd to bleſs, 
And fill my doating eyes with frequent tears, 
At once the ſource of rapture and diſtreſs, 
The flattering prop of my declining years! 
In vain from death to reſcue I eſſay'd,” 
By every art that Science could deviſe, 
Alas! it languifh'd for a mother's aid, 
And wing'd its flight to ſeek her in the ſcies— 
Then O our comforts be the ſame, 
At evening's peaceful hour, 
To ſhun the noify paths of wealth and fame, 
And breathe our ſorrows in this lonely bower. 


But why alas! to thee complain! 
To thee+ unconſcious of my pain | 
Soon ſhalt HO ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail the dawning of a happier year : 
The genial warmth of joy-renewing ſpring 
Again ſhall plume thy ſhatter'd wing; 
Again thy little heart ſhall tranſport prove, 


Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy love: 


But 
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But O for ms in vain may ſeaſons roll, 
Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears, 
Deploring ſtill the cou rORTH oF MY $0UL, 
I court my ſorrows by encreaſing years. 


Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, ſay, 
Where is the promis'd period of my woes? 
Full three long, lingering years have roll'd away, 
And yet I weep, a ſtranger to repoſe: 
O what deluſion did thy tongue employ ! 
« That Emma's fatal pledge of love, 
Her laſt bequeſt—with all a mother's care, 
« The bitterneſs of ſorrow ſhould remove, 
„ Soften the horrors of deſpair, 
And chear a heart long loſt to joy!“ 
How oft, when fondling in mine arms, 
Gazing enraptur'd on its angel-face, 
My ſoul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 
And burn with all a father's fond alarms ! 
And O what flattering ſcenes had Fancy feign'd, 
How did I rave of bleſſings yet in ſtore ! 
Till every aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 
And my full heart could bear, nor tongue could utter 
more. 


* Juſt Heaven, I ery'd' with recent hopes elazgy 
© Yet I will live—will live, tho' Emma's dead 

So long bow'd down beneath the ſtorms of Fate, 
Let will I raife my woe-dejeQted head 
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„My little Eu ua, now my ALL, 
Will want a father's care, 
„ Her looks, her wants my raſh reſolves recal, 
And for her ſake the ills of life I'll bear: 
And oft together we'll complain, 
„ Complaint, the only bliſs my ſoul can know, 
«© From me, my child ſhall learn the mournful ſtrain, 
And prattle tales of woe; 
«« And O in that auſpicious hour, 
«« When Fate reſigns her perſecuting power, 
«© With duteous zeal her hand ſhall cloſe, 
„No more to weep—my ſorrow-ſtreaming eyes, 
«© When death gives miſery repoſe, 
« And opes a glorious paſſage to the ſkies.“ 


Vain thought! it muſt not be——She too is dead 
The flattering ſcene is o'er, 
My hopes for ever—ever fled—— 
And vengeance can no more 
Cruſt'd by misfortune—blaſted by difeaſe— 
And none—none left to bear a friendly part ! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or eaſe, 

Or ſaoth the anguiſh of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome death, 
With lenient hand (O falſly deem'd ſevere) 
Shall kggely op my grief-exhauſted breath, 

And dry up every tear: 


Perhaps, 


. 


perhaps, obſequious to my will, 
But ah! from my affections far remoy'd ! 
The laſt ſad office ſtrangers may fulfil, 
As if I ne'er had been belov'd ; 
As if, unconſcious of poetic fire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the trembling lyre ; 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief, 


Nor my heart melted at agother's grief. 


Yet — while this weary life ſhall laſt, 
While yet my tongue can form th' impaſſion'd ſtrain, 
In piteous accents ſhall the Muſe complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on bleſſings paſt : 
For O how grateful ro a wounded heart, 
The tale of miſery to impart ! 
From others“ eyes bid artleſs ſorrows flow, 
And raiſe eſteem upon the baſe of woe! 
Even HE", the nobleſt of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deign my love lorn tale to hear, | 
Shall catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, 
And pay my penſive Muſe the tribute of a tear. 


r Lord Lyttelten, 
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SPOKEN BY MR, GARRICK, APRIL $5. MDCCL. BEFORy 
THE MASQUE OF COMUS, ACTED AT DRURY-LANE, 
FOR THE BENEFIT OF MILTON'S GRAND-DAUGHTER, 


BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. 


E patriot crowds, who burn for England's fame, 

Ye nymphs, whoſe boſoms beat at Milton's name, 
Whoſe generous zeal, unbought by flattering ryhmes, 
Shames the mean penſions of Auguſtan times; 
Immortal patrons of ſucceeding days, 
Attend this ptelude of perpetual praite ! 
Let Wit, condemn'd the feeble war to wage 
With cloſe Malevolence, or public Rage; 
Let Study, worn with Virtue's fruitleſs lore, 
Behold this theatre, and grieve no more. 
This night, diſtinguſh'd by your ſmile, ſhall tell, 
That never Briton can in vain excel; 
The fligktel arts futurity ſhall truſt, 
And riſing ages haſten to be juſt. 

At length our mighty bard's victorious lays 

Fill the loud voice cf univerſal praiſe ; 
And bafited ſpite, with hopeleſs anguiſh dumb, 
Yields to Renown the centuries to come, 


With 
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With ardent haſte, each candidate of Fame 
Ambitious catches at his towering name : 

He ſees, and pitying ſces, vain Wealth beſtow 
Thoſe pageant honours which he ſcorn'd below. 
While crowds aloft the laureat buſt behold, 


Or trace his form on circulating gold, 2 


Unknown, unheeded, long his offspring lay, 
And Want hung threatening ger her ſlow decay. 
What tho? ſhe thine with no Miltonian fire, 

No favouring muſe her morning dreams inſpire ? 
Yet ſofter claims the melting heart engage; 
Her youth laborious, and her blameleſs age: 
Her's the mild merits of domeſtic life; 

The patient ſufferer, and the faithful wife. 

Thus grac'd with humble Virtue's native charms, 
Her grandſire leaves her in Britannia's arms, 
Secure with peace, with competence, to dwell, 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 

Yours 1s the charge, ye fair, ye wiſe, ye brave! 
*T'is yours to crown defert—beyond the grave! 
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THE MIDSUMMER WISH. 


SUPPOSED BY THE SAME, 


Phoebus! down the weſtern ſky 
Far hence diffuſe thy burning ray, 
Thy light to diſtant worlds ſupply, 
And wake them to the cares of day. 


Come, gentle Eve, the friend of Care, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night! 
Refreſh me with a cooling breeze, 
And chear me with a lambent light. 


Lay me where o'er the verdant ground 
Her living carpet Nature ſpreads ; 
Where the green bower, with roſes crown'd, 
In ſhowers its fragrant foliage Theds, 


Improve the peaceful hour with wine, 
Let muſic die along the grove 

Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 
And every {train be tun'd to Love. 
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Come, STELLA, queen of all my heart ! 
Come, born to fill its vaſt deſires ! 
Thy looks perpetual joys impart, 
Thy voice perpetual love inſpires. 


While, all my wiſh and thine complete, 
By turns we languiſh and we burn, 
Let ſighing gales our ſighs repeat, 
Our murmurs, murmuring brooks return, 


Let me, when Nature calls to reſt, 
And bluſhing ſkies the morn foretell, 

Sink on the down of STELL a's breaſt, 
And bid the waking world farewell. 


SSSSSSUSSSHNSSSSSSSSHEB 


N A N O DYE. 


BY THE SAME, 


LAS! with ſwift and ſilent pace 
Impatient Time rolls on the year, 
The Seaſons change, and Nature's face 
Now ſweetly ſmiles, now frowns ſevere. 


'T was 
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*Twas Spring, *twas Summer, all was gay, 
Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow, 

The flowers of Spring are ſwept away, 
And Summer fruits deſert the bough. 


The yerdant leaves that play'd on high, 
And wanton'd on the weſtern breeze, 

Now trod in duſt, neglected he, | 
As Boreas trips the bending trees. 


The fields that wav'd with golden grain, 
As ruflet heaths are wild and bare; 

Not moiſt with dew, but drench'd in rain ; 
Nor Health, nor Pleaſure, wanders there. 


No more, while thro' the midnight ſhade, 
Beneath the moan's pale orb I ſtray, 
Soft pleaſing woes my heart invade, 

As Progne pours the melting lay. 


From this capricious clime ſhe ſoars, 
O! would ſome God but wings ſupply ! 
To where each morn the Spring reſtores, 
Companion of her flight, I'd fly. 


Vain wiſh ! me, Fate compels to bear 
The downward Seaſon's iron reign, 


Compels to breath polluted air, 
And ſhiver on a blaſted plain, 


What 


. 


What bliſs to life can Autumn yield, 

If glooms, and ſhowers, and ſtorms prevail, 
And Ceres flies the naked field, 

And flowers, and fruits, and Phœbus fail? 


Oh! what remains, what lingers yet 
To chear me in the darkening hour ? 

The Grape remains! the friend of Wit, 
In Love and Mirth of mighty power, 


Haſte, preſs the cluſters, fill the bowl— 
Apollo! ſhoot thy parting ray; 

This gives the ſunſhine of the ſoul, 
This, God of Health, and Verſe, and Day. 


Still, till, the jocund ſtrain ſhall flow, 
The pulſe with vigorous rapture beat ; 

My STELLa with new charms ſhall glow, 
And every bliſs in wine ſhall meet. 


WINTER : 
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SY THE TAME 


O more the morn with tepid rays 
Unfolds the flower of various hue ; 
Noon ſpreads no more the genial blaze, 
Nor gentle eve diſtills the dew. 


The lingering hours prolong the night, 
Uſurping Darkneſs ſhares the day, 

Her miſts reſtrain the force of light, 
And Phoebus holds a doubtful ſway. 


By gloomy twilight half reveal'd, 

With ſighs we view the hoary hill, | 
'The leafleſs wood, the naked field, 

The ſnow-topt cott, the frozen rill. 


No muſic warbles thro? the grove, 
No vivid colours paint the plain; 
No more with devious ſteps I rove 
Thro' verdant gaths now ſought in vain. 


Aloud vol.! 
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Aloud the driving tempeſt roars, 
Congeal'd, impetuous ſhowers deſcend ; ' 

Haſte, cloſe the window, bar the doors, 

Fate leaves me STELLA, and a friend. 


In Nature's aid let Art ſupply 
With light and heat my little ſphere ; 
Rouze, rouze the fire, and pile it high, 
Light up a conſtellation here, 
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Let Muſic ſound the voice of joy 
Or Mirth repeat the jocund tale; 

Let Love his wanton wiles employ, 
And o'er the Seaſon Wine prevail. 


* 
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Yet Time Life's dreary Winter brings, 

When Mirth's gay tale ſhall pleaſe no more, 
Nor Muſic chirm, tho* STELLA ſings, 

Nor Love nor Wine the Spring reſtore. 
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Catch then, O! catch the tranſient hour, 
Improve each moment as it flies; 
Life's a ſhort Summer, man a flower, 


He dies! alas! how ſoon he dies ! 
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THE WINTERs WALK, 


BY THE SAME, 


EHOLD, my fair, where'er we rove, 
What dreary proſpects round us riſe ; 

The naked hill, the leafleſs grove, 
The hoary ground, the frowning ſkies ! 


Nor only through the waſted plain, 
Stern Winter, is thy force confeſs'd; 
Still wider ſpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power uſurp my breaſt. 


Enlivening Hope and fond Defire 
Reſign the heart to Spleen and Care; 
Scarce frighted Love maintains her fre, 


And Rapture ſaddens to deſpair, 


In groundleſs hope, and cauſeleſs fear, 
Unhappy man! behold thy doom, 
Still changing with the changeful year, 

The ſlave of ſunſhine and of gloom. 


Tir 


Tir d 
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Tir'd with vain joys, and falſe alarms, 
With mental and corporeal ftrife ; 
Snatch me, my STELLA, to thy arms, 
And ſcreen me from the ills 1 


BY THE SAME, 


OT the ſoft fighs of vernal gales, 
The fragrance of the flowery vales, 

The, murmurs of the chryſtal rill, 

The vocal grove, the verdant hill; 

Not all their charms, tho” all unite, 

Can touch my boſom with delight. 


Not all the gems on India's ſhore, 

Not all Peru's unbounded ſtore, 

Not all the power, nor all the fame, 

That heroes, kings, or poets claim; 

Nor knowledge which the learn'd approve, 


To form one wiſh my ſoul can move. 


Yet Nature's charms allure my eyes, 
And knowledge, wealth, and fame I prize; 
R 2 
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Fame, wealth, and knowledge I obtain, 
Nor ſeek I Nature's charms in vain ; ' 


In lovely STELL a all combine, 
And, lovely STELLA ! thou art mine, 
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BY THE SAME. 1 


E now, from purple wings. 
Sheds the grateful gifts ſne brings; 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead, 
Cooling breezes ſhake the reed; 

Shake the reed, and curl the ſtream 
Silver'd o'er with Cynthia's beam; 
Near the checquer'd, lonely grove, 
Hears and keeps thy ſecrets, Love. 
STELLA, thither let us ſtray ! 

Lightly o'er the dewy way, 

Phoebus drives his burning car, 

Hence, my lovely STELLa, far; 

In his ſtead, the Queen of Night 


Round us pours a lambent light ; 
Ligit 
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Light, that ſerves but juſt to ſhew 
Breaſts that beat, and cheeks that glow ; 
Let us now, in Whiſper'd joy, 

Evening's ſilent hours employ, 

Silence beſt, and conſcious ſhades 

Pleaſe the hearts that Love invades. 
Other pleaſures give them pain, 

Lovers all but Love diſdain. 
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THE VANITY OF WEALTH: AN ODE. 


BY THE SAME. 


O more thus brooding o'er yon heap, 
With Avarice painful vigils keep, 
Still unenjoy'd the preſent ſtore, |, 

Still endleſs ſighs are breath'd for more. 
O quit the ſhadow, catch the prize, 
Which not all India's treaſure buys ! 
To purchaſe Heaven has gold the power ? 
Can gold remove the mortal hour ? 
In life can Love be bought with gold ? 
Are Friendſhip's pleaſures to be ſold ? 
No—all that's worth a with, a thought, 
Fair Virtue gives, unbrib'd, unbought, 
— Ceaſe 
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Ceaſe then on traſh thy hopes to bind, 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 

With Science tread the wonderous way, 
Or learn the Muſe's moral lay; | 
In ſocial hours indulge thy ſoul, 

Where Mirth and Temperance mix the bowl; 
To virtuous Love reſign thy breaſt, 
And be by bleſſing Beauty bleſt. 

Thus taſte the feaſt by Nature ſpread, 
Ere Youth, and all its joys are fled; 
Come, taſte with me the balm of live, 

Secure from pomp, and wealth, and ſtrife, 
I boaft, whate'er for man was meant, 
In health, and STELLa, and content; 
And ſcorn! oh! let that ſcorn be thine! 
Mere things of clay, that dig the mine, 
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ON HER PLAYING VPON THE HARPSICORD IN A ROOM 
HUNG WITH SOME FLOWER=-PIECES OF HER OWN 
PAINTING: ; 
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7 HEN STEeLL a ftrikes the tuneful fixing 
In ſcenes of imitated Spring, 
Where beauty laviſhes her powers, 
On beds of never-fading flowers, 
And Pleaſure propagates around 
Each charm of modulated ſound, 
Ah! think not, in the dangerous hour, 
The Nymph fictitious, as the flower; 
But ſhun, raſh youth, the gay alcove, 
Nor tempt the ſnares of wily love. 

When charms thus preſs on every ſenſe, 
What thought of flight, or of defence ? 
Deceitful Hope, and vain Deſire, 

For ever flutter o'er her lyre, 
Delighting, as the youth draws nigh, 
Io point the glances of her eye, 
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And forming, with unerring art, 
New chains to hold the captive heart. 

But on theſe regions of delight, 
Might Truth intrude with daring flight, 
Could STELLA, ſprightly, fair, and young, 
One moment hear the moral ſon g 
Inſtruction with her flowers might ſpring, 
And Wiſdom warble from her ſtring. 

Mark, when from thouſand mingled dyes, 
T hou ſeeſt one pleaſing form ariſe, 
How active light, and thoughtful ſhade, 
In greater ſcenes each other aid; 
Mark, when the different notes agree 
In friendly contrariety, - 
How paſſion's well-accorded ftrife, 
Gives all the harmony of life, 
Thy pictures ſhall thy conduct frame, 
Conſiſtent ſtill, though not the ſame, 
Thy muſic teach the nobler art 
To tune the regulated heart. 
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THE NEW YEAR'S OFFERING, 


Mavan, : 
ONG have I look'd my tablets o'er, 
And find I've much to thank you for, 
Out-ſtanding debts beyond account; 
And new——who knows to what amount? 


Tho? ſmall my wealth, not ſmall my ſoul : 


Come then, at once Pl pay the whole. 
Ye Pow'rs! I'm rich, and will command 


The hoſt of ſlaves that round me ſtand ; 


Come, Indian, quick diſcloſe thy ſtore, 
And hither bring Peruvian ore ; 
Let yonder negroe pierce the main, 
The choiceſt, largeſt pearl to gain; 
Let all my ſlaves their arts combine 
To make the bluſhing ruby mine, 
From eaſtern thrones the diamonds bear 
To ſparcle at her breaſt and ear. 
Swift, Scythian, point th' unerring dart 
That ſtrikes the Ermine's little heart, 
And ſearch for choiceſt furs the globe, 
To make my MyrT1L1s a robe. 

Ah, no: Yon Indian will not go. 
No Scythian deigns to bend his bow. 
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No ſullen negroe ſhoots the flood. 


How, ſlaves! —— Or am I underſtood ! 
All, all, my empty power diſown, 
I turn, and find myſelf alone; 
Tis Fancy's vain illuſion all, | 
Nor Moor nor Scythian waits my call; 
Can I command, can I conſign? 
Alas, what earthly thing-is mine ! 

Come then, my Muſe, companion dear 
Of poverty, and ſoul ſincere, 
Come dictate to my grateful mind 
A gift that may acceptance find; 
Come, gentle Muſe, and with thee bear 
An offering worthy thee and her ; 
And tho?” thy preſents be but poor, 
My MyxzT1L1s will aſk no more. 
An heart that ſcorns a ſhameful thing, 
With love and verſe, 1s all I bring, 
Of love and verſe the gift receive, 
*Tis all thy ſervant has to give. 

If all whate'er my verſe has told, 
Golconda's gems, and Afric's gold; 
If all were mine from pole to pole, 
How large her ſhare who ſhares my ſou! ? 
But more than theſe may Heaven impart ; 
Be thine the treaſures. of the heart; 
Be calm, and glad thy future days 


With Virtue's peace, and Virtue's praiſe, 


Let 
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Let jealous Pride, and ſleepleſs Care, 
And waſting Grief, and black Deſpair, 
And Langour chill, and Anguiſn fell, 

For evet- ſhun. thy grove and cell; 
There only may the happy train 

Of Love, and Joy, and Peace, remain : 
May Plenty, with exhauſtleſs ſtore, 

Employ thy hand to feed the poor, 
And ever on thy honour'd head 
The prayer of Gratitude be ſhed. 

A happy mother, may'ſt thou ſee 
Thy ſmiling virtuous progeny, 
Whoſe ſportful tricks, and airy play, 
Fraternal love, and prattle gay, 

Or wonderous tale, or joyful ſong, 
May lure the lingering hours along : 
Till Death arrive, unfelt, unſeen, 

With gentle pace, and placid mien, 

And waft thee to that happy ſhore 

Where wiſhes can have place no more. 
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THE THREE WARNINGS. A TALK. 


BY MRS. THRALE, 


HE tree of deepeſt root is found 
Leaſt willing Mill to quit the ground; 
"Twas therefore ſaid by ancient ſages, 
That love of life increas'd with years 
So much, that in our latter ſtages, 
When pains grow ſharp, and ſickneſs rages, 
The greateſt love of life appears. 


This great affection to believe, 
Which all confeſs, but few perceive, 
If old aſſertions can't prevail, 
Be pleas'd to hear a modern tale. 
When ſports went round, and all were gay 
On neighbour Dobſon's wedding-day, 
Death call'd aſide the jocund groom 
With him into another room: 
And looking grave, “ You muſt, ſays he, 
«+ Quit your ſweet bride, and come with me. 
With you, and quit my Suſan's fide ! 
Wich you ! the hapleſs huſband cry'd: 
% Young as I am ! *tis monſt'rous hard! 
4 Beſides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd: 
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« My thoughts on other matters go, 
This is my wedding-night, you know.” 
What more he urg'd I have not heard, 

His reaſons could not well be ſtronger ; 
So Death the poor delinquent ſpar'd, 
And left to hve a little longer. 
Yet calling up a ſerious look, 
His hour-glaſs trembled while he ſpoke, 
«« Neighbour, he ſaid, farewel-: No more 
«© Shall Death diſturb your mirthful hour; 
«© And further to avoid all blame ; 
« Of cruelty upon my name, 
«« 'To give you time for preparation, 
« And fit you for your future ſtation, 
4 Three ſeveral warnings you ſhall have, 
«« Before you're ſummon'd to the grave: 
Willing for once Þ'll quit my prey, 
And grant a kind reprieve ; 
In hopes you'll have no more to ſay, 
«« But when I call again this way, 
„Well pleas'd the world will leave.” 


To theſe conditions both conſented, 
And parted perfectiy contented. 


What next the hero of our tale befell, 
How long he liv'd, how wiſe, how well, 
How roundly he purſu'd his courſe, 

And ſmok'd his pipe, and ſtrok'd his horle, 

The willing muſe ſhall tell : 
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He chaffer'd then, he bought, he fold, 
Nor once percety'd his growing old, 

Nor thought of Death as near; 
His friends not falſe, his wife no ſhrew, 
Many his gains, his children few, 

He paſs'd his hours in peace; 
But while he view'd his wealth increaſe, 
While thus along Life's duſty road 
The beaten track content he trod, ; 
Old Time, whoſe haſte no mortal ſpares, 
Uncall'd, unheeded, unawares, 

Brought on his eightieth year, 

And now one night in muſing mood, 

As all alone he fate, 


Th' unwelcome meſſenger of Fate 
Once more before him ſtood. 


Half kill'd with anger and ſurpriſe, 
« So ſoon return'd! old Dobſon cries.” 


& So ſoon, d'ye call it! Death replies: 
e Surely, my friend, you're but in jeſt, 


«« Since I was here before, 
« "Tis fix-and-thirty years at leaſt, 
And you are now fourſcore.“ 


*« So much the worſe, the Clown rejoin'd ; 


To ſpare the aged would be kind: 

« However, fee your ſearch be legal ; 
„And your authority——Is't regal? 
** Elſe you are come on a fool's errand, 
* With but a Secretary's warrant. 


* 


« Befide:, 
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4 Beſides; you promis'd me Three Warnings, 
« Which I have look'd for nights and mornings, 
«« But for that loſs of time and eaſe, 
I can recover damages. 

« know, cries Death, „that at the beſt, 
J ſeldom am a welcome gueſt; 
& But don't be captious, friend, at leaſt; 
« little thought you'd ſtill be able 
« To ſtump about your farm and ſtable; 
«« Your years have run to a great length, 
% I wiſh you joy tho? of your ſtrength.” 

Hold, fays the Farmer, not ſo faſt, 
4% J have been lame theſe four years pail,” 

« And no great wonder, Death replies, 
„% However, you ſtill keep your eyes; 
« And ſure to fee one's loves and friends, 
% For legs and arms would make amends.” 
4 Perhaps, ſays Dobſon, ſo it might, 
« But latterly Pve loſt my fight.” 

„This is a ſhocking ſtory, faith, 
Vet there's ſome comfort ſtill, ſays Death; 
Each ftrives your ſadneſs to amuſe ; 
«« I warrant you hear all the news.” 

© There's none, crics he; and if there were, 
«© Pm grown ſo deaf I could not hear.“ 

«© Nay then, the ſpectre ſtern rejoin'd, 

«© Theſe are unjuitifable yearnings ; 
« If you are lame, and deaf, and. blind, 
« You've had your three ſufficient Warnings. 


64 So 
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„ So come along, no more we'll part: 
He ſaid, and touch'd him with his dart; 
And now old Dobſon turning pale, 
Yields to his fate——ſo ends my tale. 
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OR, THE ANTIQUITY OF SCANDAL. 


7 HEN Moab's wiles had fail'd to move 
The virtuous ftrength of Iſrael's heart 
From Honour, Faith, and fihal Love, 
He flew for aid to Balaam's art. 


Balaam the wizzard of the land 
Dreaded for necromantic power, 


Cou'd each malignant ſtar command, 
And blaſt the hero's natal hour, 


O'er Matrons, and the virtuous throng 

Of Virgins chaſte, his poiſonous breath 

Like a black vapour paſs'd along, 
Imbru'd with fame-deſtroying death. 
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To 
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To pall the taſte, to dim the eyes 
Each philter d juice he cou'd compoſe; 
Cou'd make Avernal ſteams ariſe, 
r roſe, 


Fame's trump he bore of crooked form, 
Channell'd and ſcoop'd on ev'ry fide 

(Like Sdylla's rock) for Scandal's ſtorm 
To ſwell, redouble, and divide. 


'Thro? this the ear receiv'd his ſpell 
In many a harſh diſcording note, 
While Obloquy with voice of hell 
Bark'd from her reer throat. 


Thus fraught with arts, corrupt with bribes, 
Inceſted by ambitious luſt, 

He deem'd to wither Rachel's tribes, 
And ſtrow diſgrace on Jacob's duſt. 


Envelop'd in a gloomy cloud 

The dread Inchanter took his ſtand, 
And blew th' infernal trump aloud 
From the high places of the land. 


A thouſand miſcreated forms 
Sudden obſcur'd the Morning's face, 
Dire ſounds were heard, and riſing ſtorms | 


Shook the wide region's ſolid baſe, 
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Again he blows the tromp  ofdeath2 
Envy her matted treſſes ſhakes, 
Diſperſing with a fury's 8 breath 

Her many ſpotted brood of ſnakes, | ; 


The Baſilitk 515 poiſonous eye, 
The Aſp with ſleepy venom arm” 
The Hydra's many-headed cry, 
And ſtubborn Adder never charm'd, 


The third the final blaſt he try 4. 
And breath of Stygian vapour blew, 
To raiſe echrupting miſts and hide Lt. 
The promis'd land from Iſrael's view 


But heaven averts ; and = its youth 
Detaches ſwift thy angelic | power 
Guardian of innocence and truth, 
Of Jacob's ſons and Rachel's dower, 


Fhro? the dark air his viſage beam'd 
With rays of that Primæval light, 

Which, ere the ſtarry hoſts were fram'd, 
Shone thro? the deep abyſs of night. 


% Fly hence, he cry'd, ye Polling Bain 
That wing the air with harpy ſound, 

« No haunts to ſhelter birds obſcene, 

No blemith is in Iſrael found: © 
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„Here plum'd in gold each warbling thuoatz 
Shall hail the Turtle's bridal neſt, 
+ Here Plulomel in ſofter note 
„% Shall ſing the widow'd. Dove to reſt. 


% Ceaſe, then ye wWizard eyes to roll, 
«« Ye-ſpells, like ſhooting meteors die, 
, Begot in regions dark and foul, 
% Expiring in a-purerdky.” 


He ſpoke; each midnight monſter fled, 
The ſan illum'd his filver ſphere, 
Ambrofial ſweets their fragrance Jed, 


«© How beauteous are the blooming vales 
„ Pavilion'd o'er with Iſrael's powers! 
« As gardens fann'd by foſtering gales, 
« Chear'd by the ſun, and nurs'd by ſhowers, 


4 How beauteous, on the riſing hills, 
« His tents like ſpiring cedars ſtand, 

« With verdure freſh from falling rills, 
And planted by Jehovah's hand! 


« Behold ten thouſand banners flow, 
« And glitter to the wafting gale ! 
* All ſpotleſs as the new-born ſnow, 
* And pure as Rachel's nuptial veil! 
Het : S 2 | 
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4 Who can compute the drifting ſatds - - 
% That march on winds o'er Lybia's la ? 
* Or number Jacob's warriour bands, " 
«.' Or count the ſtars of Iſrael's hoſt ? 


The future fire ſhall claſp his boy, 4 
«« And point to each illuſtrious name; 

„ Matrons ſhall mark, with liſtening joy, 
« Their daughters ſongs on Rachel's fame, 


«© The hoary ſage ſhall often trace 
* From records of prophetic verſe 

*« The-lafing line of Jacob's race, . 
« And to the growing age rehearſe, 


Thy ſons the promis'd realms ſhall ſway,” 
« And ſcepter'd hands from Judah ſpring, 
« Till time unrolls the diſtant day 
« When SHILOH ſhall again be King. 
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MOORE HOOK 


OE OOTY ONE 


@CCASIONED BY THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LADY 


VISCOUNTESS TYRCONNEL'S RECOVERY AT BATH. 


FIRST PRINTED IN THE YEAR MDCCXXX, 


BY RICHARD SAVAGE. 


And either India pours into her arms ; 
Where Liberty bids honeſt arts abound, 
And pleaſures dance in one eternal round; 
High-thron'd appears the laughter-loving dame, 
Goddeſs of Mirth ! Euphroſyne her name. 
Her ſmile more chearful than a vernal morn ; 
All life ! all bloom ! of Youth and Fancy born, 
Touch'd into joy, what hearts to her ſubmit ! 
She looks her ſire, and ſpeaks her mother's wit. 
O'er the gay world the ſweet inſpirer reigns ; 
Spleen flies, and Elegance her pomp ſuſtains. 
Thee Goddeſs ! thee ! the fair and young obey ; 
Wealth, Wit, Love, Muſic, all confeſs thy ſway. 
In the bleak wild even Want by thee is bleſs'd, 
And pamper'd Pride without thee pines for reſt. 
The rich grow richer, while in thee they find 
The matchleſs treaſure of a ſmiling mind, 


$cience by thee flows foft in ſocial caſe, 
And Virtue, loſing Rigour, learns to pleaſe, 


83 


Wr Thames with pride beholds Auguſta's charms 


The 
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The Goddeſs ſummons each illuſtrious name, 

Bids the gay talk, and forms th' amuſive game. 

She, whoſe fair Throne is fix d in human ſoule, 
From joy to joy her eye delighted rolls. | 
But where (ſhe cry'd) is ſhe, my fav'rite! ſhe, 
Of all my race, the deareſt far to me 
Whoſe life's the life of each refin'd delight ? 
She ſaid—But no Tyrconnel glads her ſight. 
Swift ſunk her laughing eyes in languid Fear 
Swift roſe the ſwelling ſigh, and trembling tear. 
In kind, low murmurs all the loſs deplore ; 
Tyrconnel droops, and pleaſure is no more. 

The Goddeſs filent, paus'd in muſeful air; 
But Mirth, like Virtue, cannot long deſpair. 
Ccleſtial-hinted thoughts gay Hope inſpir'd, 
Smiling ſhe roſe, and all with Hope were fir'd. 
Where Bath's aſcending turrets meet her eyes; 
Straight wafted on the tepid breeze ſhe flies, 
She flies, her elder ſiſter Health to find ; 

She finds her on the mountain-brow reclin'd, 
Around her birds in earlieſt conſort ſing; ; 
Her cheek the ſemblance of the kindling ſpring ; 
Freſn- tinctur'd like a ſummer-evening ſky, | 
And a mild ſun fits ſmiling in her eye. f 
Looſe to the wind her verdant veſtments flow : * 
Her limbs yet-recent from the ſprings below ; 
There oft ſhe bathes, then peaceful ſits ſecure, 
Where every gale is fragrant, freſh, and pure; 
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Where flowers and herbs their cordial odours blend, 
And all that balmy yirtues faſt aſcend. 
Hail ſiſter, hail! (the kindred Goddeh cries) 
No common ſuppliant ſands before your eyes. 
You, with whoſe living breath the morn is fraught 
Fluſh the fair cheek, and point the chearful thought! 
Strehgth, Vigour, Wit, depriy'd of thee, decline! 
Each finer ſenſe, that forms delight, is thine! 
Bright ſuns by thee diffuſe a brighter blaze, 
And the freſh green a freſher green diſplays ! 
Without thee Pleaſures die, or dully cloy, 
And Life with thee, howe'er depreſs'd, is Joy, 
Such thy vaſt power ;—The Dei replies, 
Mirth never aſks a boon, which Health denies, 
Our mingled gifts tranſcend imperial Wealth ; 
Health ſtrenghthens Mirth, an Mirth inſpirits Health. 
Theſe gales, yon ſprings, herbs, flowers, and ſun are mine ; ; 
Thine is their ſmile ! be all their influence thine, 
Euphroſynẽ rejoins—Thy friendſhip prove! 4 
See the dear, ſickening obje& of my love ! ! 
Shall that warm heart, ſo chearful &en in pain, 
So form'd to pleaſe, unpleas'd itſelf remain? 
Siſter ! in her my ſmile anew diſplay, 
And all the ſocial world ſhall blefs thy fway. 
Swift, as ſhe ſpeaks, Health lied the purple wing, 
Soars in the colour'd clouds, and ſheds the fpring Wi 
Now bland and feet ſhe floats along in air; 
Air feels, and ſoft' ning 0 ro the etherial fair! | 
| 5 1 9 84 5 a In 
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In till defcent ſhe melts on opening flowers, 
And deep impregnates plants with genial ſhowersg 
The genial ſhowers, new-rifing to the ray, 
Exhale in roſeate clouds, and glad the day. 
Now in a Zephyr's borrow'd voice ſhe ings, 
Sweeps the freſh dews, and ſhakes them from her wings, 
Shakes them embalm'd ; or, in a gentle kiſs, 
Breathes the ſure earneſt of awakening bliſs, 
Saphira feels it, with a ſoft ſurprize, 
Glide thro? her veins, and quicken in her eyes! 
Inſtant in her own form the Goddeſs glows, 
Where bubbling warm, the mineral water flows; 
'Then plunging, to the flood new virtue gives; 
Steeps ev ry charm; and, as ſhe bathes, it lives! 
As from her locks ſhe ſheds the vital ſhower, 
Tis done! (ſhe cries) Theſe ſprings poſſeſs my ck 
Let theſe immediate to thy darling roll 
Health, Vigour, Life, and gay-returning ſoul, 
Thou ſmibſt Euphroſynè; and conſcious ſee, 
Prompt to thy ſmile, how Nature joys with thee, 
All is green life! all beauty roſy -bright ; 
Full harmony, young love, and dear delight! 
See vernal hours lead circling j joys along ! 
All ſyn, all bloom, all fagrance, and all ſong! 
Receive thy care! Now Mirth and Health combine, 
Each heart ſhall gladden, and each virtue ſhine, 
Quick to Auguſta bear thy prize away; 
There let her ſmile, and bid a world be gay, 
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T H E BASTARD. 
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BY THE SAME, 


N gayer hours, when high my fancy ran, 

The Muſe exylting, thus her lay began. 
Bleſt be the Baſtard's birth ! thro wond'rous ways, 
He ſhines excentric like a comet's blaze ! 
No ſickly fruit of faint compliance He! 
He! ſtampt in Nature's mint of extacy! 
He lives to build, not boaſt a generous race: 
No tenth tranſmitter of a fooliſh face. 
His daring hope, no fire's example bounds ; | 
His firſt-born lights no prejudice confounds. 
He, kindling from within, requires no flame; 
He glories in a Baſtard's glowing name. 

Born to himſelf, by no poſſeſſion led, 
In freedom foſter'd, and by Fortune fed; 
Nor guides, nor rules, his ſoy'reign choice controul, 
His body independent as his ſoul. 
Loos'd to the world's wide range, —enjoyn'd no aim; 
Preſcrib'd no duty, and aſſign'd no name: 
Nature's unbounded ſon, he ſands alone, 
His heart unbyaſs'd, and his mind his own. 
O Mother, yet no mother “tis to you, 

My thanks for ſuch diftinguiſh'd claims are due. 


You, 


p 
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Warm championeſs for Freedom's ſacred cauſe, 


By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd, | 


And co dty conſcious of a huſband's right, 
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You, unenſlav'd to Nature's narrow laws, 


From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 
From ties maternal, moral, and d wine, 
Diſcharg'd my graſping ſoul ; puſh'd me from . 
And launch'd me into life without an ar; 

What had I loſt, if conjugally kind, 


Untaught the matrimonial bounds to flight, 


You had faint-drawn me, with a form alone, 
A lawful lump of life by force your on!! 


Then, while your backward will retrench d deſire | 


I had been born your dull, domeſtic heir ; 

Load of your life, and motive of. your care; 

Perhaps been poorly. rich, and meanly | great; 3 

The ſlave of pomp, a  cypher i in the ſtate ; 3 1 

Lordly neglectful of a worth unknown, 0 

And ſlumb' ring in a ſeat, by chance my own, \ 
| 1 

1 
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And unconcurring ſpirits lent no fire, ( 
J 
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Far nobler bleſſings wait the Baſtard's lot; 
Conceiv'd in rapture, and with fire begot! | 
Strong as neceſſity, he ſtarts away, 

Climbs againſt wrongs, and brightens i into day. C 

Thus unprophetic, lately miſinſpir'd, 80 
T ſung: Gay flutt'ring Hope, my 7 fir'd ; T 
Inly ſecure, thro? conſcious ſcorn of ill, ads R 
Nor taught by Wiſdom how to ballance will, G 
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Rafhly deceiv/d, I ſaw no pits to ſhun ; 

But thought to. purpoſe, and to act were one; 
Heedleſs what pointed cares pervert his way, 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray ; 
But now expos'd, and {ſhrinking from diſtreſs, 

I fly to ſhelter, while the tempeſts preſs ; 

My Muſe to grief reſigns the varying tone, 

The raptures languiſh, and the numbers groan. 

O Memory! thou ſoul of joy and pain! 
Thou actor of our paſſions o'er again 
Why doſt thou aggravate the wretch's woe? 
Why add continuous ſmart to every blow ? 

Few are my joys; alas! how ſoon forgot 

On that kind quarter thou invad'ſt me not, 
While ſharp, and numberleſs my ſorrows fall; 
Yet thou repeat'ſt, and multiply'ſt em all! 

Is chance a guilt? that my diſaſt'rous heart, 
For miſchief never meant, muſt ever ſmart ? 
Can ſelf-defence be fin — Ah, plead no more! 
What tho? no purpos'd malice ſtain'd thee o'er ? 
Had Heav'a befriended thy unhappy fide, 

Thou had'ſt not been prayok*'d—Or Thou had'ſt died. 

Far be the guilt of homeſhed blood from all, 

On whom unſought, embroihng dangers fall ! 
Still the pale Dead revives, and lives to me, 

To me! thro? Pity's eye condemn'd to ſee. 
Remembrance veils his rage, but ſwells his fate; 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 


I Young, 
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Young, and unthoughtful then ; who knows, ene day, 
What ripening virtues might have made their way! 
He might have liv'd, till Folly died in ſhame, 
Till kindling Wiſdom felt a thirſt for fame. 
He might perhaps his country's friend have prov'd; 
Both happy, gen'rous, candid, and belov'd. 
He might have ſav'd ſome worth, now doom'd to fall; 
And I, perchance, in him, have murder'd alt. 

O Fate of late'Repentance! Always vain : 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain, / 
Where ſhall my hope find reſt No mother's care 


. Shielded my infant innocence with prayer: 


No father's guardian hand my youth maintain'd, ' 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reſtrain'd. 


Is it not thine to ſnatch ſome pow'rful arm, 


Firſt to advance, then ſtreen from future harm? 
J am return'd'from death, to live in pain? 
Or would Imperial Pity fave in vain ? 
Diſtruſt it not—what blame can Mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 
Mother, miſcalPd, Farewel——of foul ſevere, 
This ſad reflection yet may force one tear: 
All I was wretched by to you LOW d, 
Alone from ftrangers ev'ry comfort flow'd ! 
Loft to the life you gave, your ſon no more, 
And now adopted, who was doom'd before, 


New-born, I may a nobler mother claim; 


Bur dare nor whiſper her zmmoztal name; 


Supremely 
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Supremeiy lovely, and ſerenely great 

Majeſtic mother of a kneeling ſtate ! 

Queen of a people's heart, who ne'er before 
Agreed Vet now with one conſent adore ! 
One conteſt yet remains in this defire, 

Who moſt ſhall wk VE where all admire. 
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GOING TO BATHE IN THE SEA. 


BY GEORGE KEATE, ESQ. 


—— 


1 moſt hiſtories agree, 

Sprung from the ferment of the ſea ; | 
Yet I confeſs I'm always loth 

To think ſuch beauty was but froth, 

Or that the ocean, which more odd is, 
Should from a bubble ſpawn a Goddeſs : 
Tho' hence, my Laura, learned fellows 
Of ſuch its wonderous powers ſtill tell us, 
That every mother brings her daughter 
To dip in this ſpecific water, 

Expetting from the briny wave - 

Charms which it once to Venus gave. | 
| Theſe 
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And that you may not bathe in vain, - 
| I'll here; as well as Iam able, 
Give you a Moral to this Fable. 
| Would you a Goddeſs reign o'er-all ? 
From the wide flood its virtues call. 
Free from each ſtain thy boſom keep, 
Clear be it as this azure deep, 
Which no capricious paſſion” knows, 
But duly ebbs, and duly flows ; 
Tho! fometimes ruffled, calm'd as ſoon, 
Still conſtant to its faithful moon, 
At whoſe approach with pride it ſwells, 
And to each ſhore its chaſte love tells : 
Heedleſs of every change of weather, 
That wafts a ſtraw, or coxcomb feather, 
Which only on the ſurface play, 
And unobſerv'd are waſh'd away. 
Reflect, that lodg'd within its breaſt 
The modeft pearl delights to reſt, 
While every gem to Neptune known, 
Is there with partial bounty ſown.— 
In years, thus ever may we trace 
Each ſparkling tharm, each bluſhing grace; 
To theſe let judgment vajue give, 
And in that ſeat of Beauty live! 
This Moral keep before your eyes, 
Plunge and a new- born Venus riſe. 


Theſe charms, my Laura, ftrive to gain 3 | 
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HE Bad whoſe ſcenes this night your thoughts engage, 
Has ſomewhere told us, All the world's a flage, 

Where all in one gredt farce their talents try, 

Are born, love, wed, grow covetous,—and die. 

From hence I think we fairly may infer, 

That NAT uE is, or ſhould be manager; 

And yet, in NaTuae's ſpite, we every day 

Caſt our own parts ourſelves, and ſpoil her play ; ; 

Some vain conceit diſturbs her ſober plan, 

And axT Yebauches that ſtrange creature man: 

Hence, e er Life's curtain drops, this truth is plain, 

That few, the characters they take, ſuſtain. 

See, CarTo-like, in Freedom's boaſted cauſe 

The maddening PaTR10T raves of dying laws; 

With ready laſti purſues the venal tribe ; 


* But what's the ſequel Exit with a bribe. —— 


Not leſs a Player the METHODIST appears: 
In ſome hir'd barn his caſual Rage he rears ; 


Prophane, 


Prophane, loquacious, inſolent, and loud, 

The grave Jack-Pudding of a ſniveling crowd, 

Who promis'd heaven in change for pence receive, 

For thoſe who teach te die, know how to live. 
The yxvbe auſtere, Who ſhuns each forward ſpark ' 

Meets leſs reſerv'd her footman in the dark; 

The gay coQUET, the coxcoms, and the wir, 

Acroſs Life's ſtage like airy phantoms flit, 

Applauſe nor pity ſure their parts command: 

The mark of ſcorti let Aﬀeaation ſtand! 
If, then, the uiſb' d man can ſometimes err, 

And make miſtakes on the World's Theatre, 

Deſert himſelf, as various paſſions call, 

And prove at laſt no character at all; 

We aſk your candour, if in us appears 

Th' imperfe2 growth of unexperienc'd years; 

"Tho? buds, yet learning like the ſun has power 

To rear the ſtem, and paint the future flower! 

If Joan ſhould not each ſtroke of guilt impart, 

Nor ConsTANCE triumph o'er the feeling heart, 

"Chink, in Life's happy morn we cannot know 

The ſad extent of baſeneſs or of woe! 

Boys as we are, to us each ſcene is new, 

If ſometimes wrong, e'en there we copy you s 

To bold attempts be then indulgence ſhewn, 

And learn to pity faults fo like your own, 
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TO THE SAME PLAY, 


* 


SPOKEN BY CONSTANCE. 
BY THE SAME. 

OD PITE of court tricks, of ſorrow, madneſs, pain, 

T' ve bruſh'd thro? all, and am myſelf again. 

O Ladies ! what cannot our ſex perform 

A buſtling woman lives thro? every ſtorm. 

Have I not daſh'd my character with ſpirit ? 

To bully zavo ſuch Kings was no ſmall merit. 

Around the world to find the wretch I'd ſearch, 

Who dares to leave a woman in the lurch. 

My ſon the dupe of regal baſeneſs made, 

Myſelf amus'd by hopes, cajoPd, betrày'd, 

My jointure loſt, a'widow, and not young, 

I had no weapon left me but my tongue 
Should any Fair be here whoſe nerves are weak, 

Who when man bluſters, is afraid to ſpeak, 

Whoſe gentle boſom no reſentment fires, 

But with her eau de luce in hand, expires, 

She'll think, no doubt, my voice too loudly thunders ; 


Truſt me, this female inſtrument does wonders. 
{FS | | = . 
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Thoſe who turn o'er the page of ancient ſtory, 
Muſt own the tongue was ever woman's glory. 
Who has not heard of fam'd XanTiryee's lute ? 
That play'd her philoſophic huſband mute: 
Or her, whoſe artful notes ſo well could ſlander 
Her rival, and ſubdue great Al EXA DEA 
What gifts of ſpeech had EcyyTt's qu EEx to boaſt, 
Who talk'd till Ax ron v the world well lo/t ! 
Think of the Maid of OxLeans, Joan of Arc, 
There was an enterprizing, female ſpark ! 
Whole armies ſhe harrangu'd, whole hoſts withſteod ; 
Her tongue was ſurely more than fleſh and blood! 
'Tho? laſt, not leaſt ſhall Bzss of EncGLanD ſtand, 
Who box'd her courtiers with her own fair hand, 
To female rules profeſo'd a brave diſlike, 
Her majeſty could ſwear as well as ſtrike. 

Ladies! might I adviſe, let's urge our power, 
Dethrone uſurping man, and take him lower; 
He'd only have us learn the gentle arts 
Of ſtudying graces, and ſubduing hearts: 
Theſe are but ſchemes to trifle Life away, 
Our nobler aim 15——UNIVERSAL SWAY. 
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INSCRIPTION IN AN ARBOUR. 


BY THE REV. MR. PARSONS OF WYE, KENT, 


PROCUL ESTE PROFAN1! 


M* RK, mortals ! mark with awe profound 
What ſolemn ſtillneſs reigns around ; 
Know then, tho? ſtrange it may appear, 
Spirits why ſtart ?—inhabit here. 
Whene'er we leave the circled green, 
We Fairies chuſe this ſhady ſcene ; 
Tho' mortal hands have form'd theſe bowers, 
Yet is the ſweet retirement ours. 
For here, when as the pallid moon 
« Riding near her higheſt hoon,” 
Edging the clouds with filver white, | 
Darts thro? theſe ſhades à checquer'd light, 
Here, when we ceaſe our airy ſport, 
We range our bands and fix our court. 
My royal throne, exalted high, 
Unſeen by feeble, mortal eye, 
Tho' ſpangled with ten thouſand dews, 
Tho” eolour'd with ten thouſand hues, 
(Approach not with unhallow'd hands) 
Beneath yon tall Laburnum Rands, 
IP Then 
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Thoſe who turn o'er the page of ancient ſtory, 
Muſt own the tongue was ever woman's glory. 
Who has not heard of fam'd XANTIE“'s lute ? 
That play'd her philoſophic huſband mute: 
Or her, whoſe artful notes ſo well could flander 
Her rival, and ſubdue great Al RX an DEA 
What gifts of ſpeech had EGV T's qu EAN to boaſt, 
Who talk'd till Ax ron v he world well lt? 
Think of the Maid of OaLEANS, Joan of Arc, 
There was an enterprizing, female ſpark ! 
Whole armies ſhe harrangu'd, whole hoſts withſtood ; 
Her tongue was ſurely more than fleſh and blood! 
"Tho? laſt, not leaſt ſhall Bzss of EncLand ſtand, 
Who box'd her courtiers with her own fair hand, 
To female rules profeſs'd a brave dillike, 
Her majeſty could ſwear as well as ſtrike. 

Ladies ! might I adviſe, let's urge our power, 
Dethrone uſurping man, and take him lower; 
He'd only have us learn the gentle arts 
Of ſtudying graces, and ſubduing hearts: 
Theſe are but ſchemes to trifle Life away, 
Our nobler aim 15—— UNIVERSAL SWAY. 
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INSCRIPTION IN AN ARBOUR. 


BY THE REV. MR. PARSONS OF WYE, _— 


PROCUL ESTE amd ' 


M* RK, mortals ! mark with awe profound 

What ſolemn ſtillneſs reigns around ; 
Know then, tho? ſtrange it may appear, 
Spirits—why ſtart ?—inhabit here. 
Whene'er we leave the circled green, 
We Fairies chuſe this ſhady ſcene ; 

- Tho? mortal hands have form'd theſe bowers, 
Yet is the ſweet retirement ours. 
For here, when as the pallid moon 
« Riding near her higheſt hoon,” 
Edging the clouds with filver white, | 
Darts thro” theſe ſhades à checquer'd light, 
Here, when we ceaſe our airy ſport, 
We range our bands and fix our court. 
My royal throne, exalted high, 
Unſeen by feeble, mortal eye, 
Tho? ſpangled with ten thouſand dews, 

* 'Tho”eolour'd with ten thouſand hues, 
(Approach not with unhallow'd hands) 

p. Beneath yon tall Laburnum ſtands. 

| T 2 Then 


( 216 ) 


Then enter here with guiltleſs mind, 
Spurn each vile paſſion far behind. 
lIlence Envy with her pining train, 

And venal love of ſordid gain; | 
Hence Malice, rankling at the heart, 
And dire Revenge with poiſon'd dart; 
Hence Luſt with fly uneaſy mien, 
That thro? the twilight creeps unſeen ; 
Hence Vice; avoid this arehing grove, _ 
Pollution follows where you move; 
Hence; nor near the ſpot be found, 

% Hente! avaunt!—tis holy ground !” 


OBERON, 


bop bp e ob bb bb bolee nb to bb 
ABSENCE.. A PASTORAL BALLAD, 
BY THE. SAME. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1750, 


He ſweet to recall the dear moments of joy ! 
*Tis this and this only can Abſence employ, 
Can eaſe my fond heart and beguile my ſoft pain, 
Till 1 fee with delight my dear charmer again. 
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Ah! who ever knew ſuch full tranſports as I, 
While with her the ſweet minutes unheeded paſs'd by, 


Alas! with the feet recollection I burn, 
Bring back your delights, ye dear moments, return ! 


. ' 
S.. 


Ah me! what delights in my boſom would riſe 

While with eager attention I've hung on her eyes, 

And watch'd the kind. beams of Compaſſion and Love, 
While ſhe pitied my paſſion, and ſeem'd to approve ; 
Ah me! with what raptur'd attention I've hung, 

To catch the ſweet accents that flow'd from her tongue, 
When, tenderneſs bade the dear maiden impart 

The pleaſing ſenſations that glow'd in her heart. 


O how does my Fair-one conſume the Jong day? 

Is the Charmer-quite eaſy while I am away ? 

Indeed if our thoughts like our hearts ſhould agree, 

The dear lovely maiden is thinking on me: 

Ah! did ſhe but think with ſuch fondneſs as T, 

How much would ſhe grieve, and how oft would ſhe figh ! 
Yet with ſo much fond Love may her boſom ne'er burn, 
If ſhe ſighs as I ſigh, if ſhe mourns as I mourn. 


But why do I wander ? why figh thus alone ? 

Alas! *tis the loſs of my Fair that I moan. 

Why thus every hour does my ſorrow increaſe ? 

Alas! it is Abſence that ruins my peace. i 
| 13 Why 
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Why ſwells my fad boſom with fear and with grief? 
Ah! nought but her preſence can bring me relief. 
Why thus down my cheek trickles faſt the big tear? 

Alas ! can I help it ?->my Fair is ngt here. 


Till I nouriſh'd this paſſien I all unconcern'd 

Saw Peace my companion wherever I turn'd, 

Till now with my heart all at eaſe I could reſt, 

And a ſigh was a ſtranger unknown to my breaſt. 
What then is this Love? and why. do I endure 
'Theſe-griefs in my mind, nor endeavour to cure? 


When thus my fond heart is o'erwhelm'd with Deſpair, 


And 1 now no delight when away from my Fair? 


Yet, Colin, theſe pains, ſpite of all thou haſt ſaid, 
By one hour of her preſence are far over-paid,. 

Theſe ſorrows from Abſence which now you deplore, 
'Then vaniſh, are loſt, and are thought of no more. 
Recall thoſe raſh words, and forbear to complain, 
Since the next tender meeting rewards all your Pain, 
Let ſweet Expectation then leſſen your care, 

Let Hope ſoften Abſence, and keep, off Deſpair, 


Sure, ſure thoſe dear pleaſures once more will return: 
How long in this Abſence diſtreſt muſt I mourn ? 
How long muſt I wiſh, while my lot I deplore, 


That dear angel-face 1-—could I {eg it once more! 


That 
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That dear angel - voice Time, how ſwift didſt thou ſeem, 
While I liſten d enchanted as Love was her theme 

O come thoſe dear hours! and to ſoothe my fond pain 
Love again be her theme, and I liſten again! 


How dull and how flow da the moments retreat 

Time was when they flew ;—yow there's lead on their feet. 
Ye Loiterers, be gone; why ſo long do ye ſtay ? 

Ye fly when I'm with her, ye creep when away. 

Ah! Colin, how fooliſh Time's progreſs to blame, 

His paces are equal, his motions the ſame ; 

*Twas the joy of her Preſence made Time appear fleet, 
Tis the pain of her Abſence adds lead to his feet, 


ODOR K C 


THE CONTENTED PHILOSOPHER. 


BY THE REV, MR, CUNNINGHAME. 


EFP ſilence reign'd, and dewy Night 
Her filver veſtment wore : . 
The weſtern gale breath'd calm delight, 
And buſy day was o'er, 


To hail Reflection's hour J roſe, 
Each throbbing care at reſt; 
For ſaered peace in mild repoſe, 
Had lull'd my anxious breaſt, 
T 4 The 
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The breezy mount, the miſty vale, 
Alternately I ſtray'd ; | 
The Gothic ſpire, the lonely cell, 

My wandering eye ſurvey'd: 


Till, where the trembling beams of night 
O'er limpid currents play'd, 
Meandering—fix'd my roving ſight 
On deep Retirement's ſhade. 


The unambitious dome conceal'd, 
Fear'd no intrufive foes ; 

From deep-embowering trees reveal'd 
The ſeat of calm repoſe, 


"Twas Sophron's grove, an aged fire, 
Who, vers'd in Wiſdom's lore, + 
Now tun'd his conſecrated lyre, 
To cloſe the filent hour. 


The hallowed ftrain inflam'd my breaſt, 
I gain'd the ruſtic cell; 

The courteous father bleſs'd his gueſt, - 
Then gave th' inſtructive tale. 


«« How falſe the aim of erring life! 
: How fruitleſs the employ !_ 

That treads the pompous maze of ſtrife, 
In queſt of ſolid joy! 


The 
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The plumy tribes unceaſing roam, 
Each verdant bough ſurvey; 

But fix at laſt their leafy home, 
Where filence wooes their ſtay : 


Where no alarming hinds invade, 
No fear their peace deſtroys, 

Remote in the ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
They rear their callow joys. 


Thus reſtleſs Nature loves to ran ge. 
Thro' Life's gay ſcenes to rove; 

Till Reaſon prompts the happier change, 
To. Contemplation's grove! 


When Fortune ſmil'd, when Pleaſure woo'd, 
How indolently gay! 
Life's tranſitory ſtream I view'd 

Unheeded waſte away. 


The gay deluſive dream once o'er, 
Calm Reaſon's thoughts ariſe ; 

Obey'd the monitorial power, 
That whiſper d, Now be wiſe.” 


This filent grove my ſearch ſurvey'd, 
Where Peace diſplays her charms, 
How free Contentment's humble ſhade 
From Fortune's wild alarms, 
1 Now 
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Now free from each fantaſtic ſtrife, 
Untroubled and ſerene, 
I wait the cloſing hour of life, 
To leave its empty ſcene. 


For tides of bliſs that houndleſs roll, 
Around th' eternal throne, 

Shall waft the perſevering ſoul 
To joys, on earth unknown. 


But lo! the fading ftars declare, 
T he eaſtern herald blows, 

The hour of roſy morn is near, 
And Nature claims repoſe.” 


I ſigh'd, and thought it ſoon to part 
From Wiſdom's ivy'd cell, 

How ill my ſympathizing heart 
Could bid the ſage ©* Farewel.” 


For Wealth, be ſmiling Peace my ſhare ! 
With Friendſhip's generous love; 

And loſt to each ambitious care, 

Be mine the flowery grove ! 


There ſtudious thought would wear the day, 
In each inſtructive page; 

Or happier ſpeed the hours away, 
In converſe with the Sage. 
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Taught by the awful voice of Truth, 
Life's ſyren ſnares to fly, 

By Reaſon's card condu@ my youth, 
And like my Sophron die! 


THE TULIP AND LILY. 


BY MR, BARCLAY, 


IGH o'er the bed, conſpicuous ſeen, 
A Tulip roſe, the garden's queen. 
Never on Holland's foggy ſtrand ; 
Was taller rear'd by Dutchman's hand: 
Never was Flora known t' imprint 
On Tulip's leaf a brighter tint, 
Or lead with. more fantaſtic freak, 
On Tulip's leaf the varying ſtreak. 
Beneath the tow'ring Tulip's ſhade, 
In nought but ſimple white array'd, 
And ſhelter'd from th' intruding view, 
A Lily of the valley grew ; 
The humbleſt plant of all the train 
That deck the mountain or the plain, 
Or on the river's margin blow, 
And paint. the dancing ſcene below. 
Unenvying 
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Unenvying ſhe the praiſe could hear 
Of finer flowers that flaunted near: 
And ſhe could ſee without a ſigh 

The ſaucy Zephyr paſs her by, 
To woo the Pink, more gaily dreſt, 
Or pant upon the Roſe's breaſt. 

It chanc'd upon a May-day morn, 
When bloſſoms crowd the whitening thorn, 
With more than uſual luſtre bright, 

The genial God of heat and light, 

Thro' the blue heavens purſu'd his courſe, 
And ſhone with more than Summer force. 
Each, flow'r that glow'd in bright array 
Witneſs'd the life- imparting day: 

The Tulip too, above the reſt, 

The vig'rous warmth with joy confeſt, 
What tranſport in her boſom ſwell'd, 

Each varying ſtreak when ſhe beheld 
Withdraw from the purſuing eye, 

And ſhift into the neighb'ring dye! 

The Lily's charms, and humbler ſtate, 

She view'd with boundleſs joy elate ; 

And thus, unable to refrain, 

Broke out in contumelious ſtrain: 
How vary, midſt the garden's race, 
The marks of bounteous Nature's grace! 
How boaſts th' imperial Tulip's flow'r 
*« Tac efturt of her vig'rous pow'r! 
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© Who &er could view without ſurpriſe, 
«« 'Th' expanded leaf, and gloſſy dyes ! 
«© 'The colours that together run, 
«© And wave and brighten in the ſun ! 
«© Whilſt ſhe that bloſſoms in my ſhade, 
* As tho” to ſpring from earth afraid, 
No leaf expands, nor dye diſplays, 
& Nor wins ſurpriſe, nor merits praiſe, 
„ Behold yon butterfly ſo fine, | 
« Whoſe brightneſs almoſt equals mine, 
That hovers o'er the gay parterre, 
« And hangs on wav'ring wings in air; 


„What, tho' from flow'r to flow'r he ſport, 


« And pay to all a paſling court ; 

< In vain with deepen'd tints they glow, 
And flutter to the flutt'ring beau, 

ho in voin each envious rival burns, 

« To kindred finery ſtill he turns, 

«« On me at length delights to reſt, 


* 


And ſpread his plumage o'er my breaſt.” 


To theſe proud taunts, and more beſide, 
The Lily not a word replied. 

But hung her head with modeſt grace, 
Nor look'd th” inſulter in the face. 

Not ſo the Bee, who murmur'd near, 
And chanc'd th* opprobrious ſtrain to hear, 
IIl-pleas'd to ſee the flow'r neglected, 
Which ſhe ſo honour'd and reſpected, 
From whoſe full cup ſhe daily drew 
50 large a ſhare of precious dey ; 


Whillt | 
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Whilſt from her high and mighty felghbour 
She ſcarcely got what paid her labour; k 
Thus, ſettled on the Lily's breaſt, 

Her indignatlon the expreſt: 
„ And whence proceeds the lab; ſtrain, 
« Thou flow'r, ſo uſeleſs, and fo vain ! 
« Forget you, then, from whence you ſprubg, 
The tawdry child of ſordid dung! 
What tho? in varying colours bright, 
«« You glare awhile upon the fight; 
The tranſient hour of blooming oer, 
% Your faded charms attract nb more, 
«© And all your finery quite forgot; 
«© Unmarkt you wither, and you rot. 
«© Now hither turn but your reflection, 
« You'll kiſs the rod of my correction. 
„% This flow'r on whom ſo rude you preſt, 
« In Nature's fimpleſt cloathing dreſt, 
« From her our num'rous tribes derive 
The choiceſt ſwevts that ſtore the hive ; 
And the, meek daughter of the vale; 
That growing ſents the paſſing gale, 
Not leſs revives the raviſh'd ſenſe, 
When ro6ted and remov'd from hence. 
On Cloe's breaſt fill ſeen to blow, 
Adds whiteneſs to the dazzling ſow : 
„And dealing ſweetneſs, tho? in death, 
«« Perfumes Cen Cloe's fragrant breath.“ 
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THE INVITATION. 


BY THE SAME, 


A* AKE, my fair, the morning ſprings, 
A. The dew-drops glance around, | 
The heifer lows, the blackbird ſings, 

The echoing vales reſound. 
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The ſimple ſweets would STELL a taſte, 
That breathing morning yields, 

The fragrance of the flow'ry waſte, 
And freſhneſs of the fields. 


By uplands, and the greenwood- ſide, 
We'll take our early way, 
And view the valley ſpreading wide, 

And opening with the day. 


Nor uninſtructive ſhall the ſcene 
Unfold its charms in vain, 
The fallow brown, the meadow green, 
The mountain and the plain. 
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Each dew-drop gliſt'ning on the thorn, 
And trembling to its fall, 


eee the e of Ben, 


In Fey s ear ſhall call, 


« Oyein Youth wy Beauty $ e 
„Who lightly dance along; 

« While Laughter frolicks at your fide, 
And Rapture tunes your ſong ; 


% 


6 What though each grace around you play, 
«« Each beauty bloom for you, X 

« Warm as the bluſh of riſing day, 
15 And ſparkling as the dew: 


The bluſh that glows ſo gaily now, 


«« But 2 to diſappear ; 


« And quiv'ring from the bending bough, 


« Soon breaks the pearly tear ! 


« So paſs the 3 of your prime, 
„That e'en in blooming die; 

„So, ſhrinking at the blaſt of Time, 
© The treach'rous graces fly.“ 


Let thoſe, my STEeLLa, light the ſtrain, 


Who fear to find it true! 
Each fair of tranſient beauty vain, 
And youth as tranſient too! 


With 
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With charms that win beyond the ſight. 
And hold the willing beart, | 
My STELLA ſhall await their flight, 
Nor ſigh when they depart. 


Still graces ſhall remain behind, 
And beauties ſtill controul, 
The graces of the poliſh'd mind, 
And beauties of the ſoul. 


THE METAMORPHOSE. 
BY THE SAME, 


WII rolling time that all things change, 
Has oft been ſaid, and oft been ſung: 
One inſtance more; the difference ſtrange 

Twixt Wirwoop old, and Wirwoop young! 


In youth, compound of curls and lace, 
Of giggle, fidget, and of froth ; 
One ſimper dimpled in his face, 
No butterfly more void of wrath, 


Vol, III. U Pleas 1 
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Pleas'd with himſelf, with all well-pleas'd, 
The flutterer ſcarce could give offence : 
Or if he teaz'd, with nought he teaz'd, 
But ſimple, pure, impertinence. 


Now view him in declining age, 
Aſſume the ſour ſatyric frown : 

On friends and foes diſcharge his rage, 
The very sCaRECRow of the town. 


So flies, in friſk, and buzz, and play, 
That harmleſs through the ſummer paſt, 
When ready to be ſwept away, 
Grow blind, and ſting us at the laſt. 


F 


| A 
THE SINE QUO NON. 


BY. THE SAME. 


ITH Mvcxworm lately as in chat 
| I paſs'd the ſober hours, 
The mice, for Mucxworm keeps no cat, 
Came trooping in by ſcores, 
- When famine leads, what thing can daunt, 
Our courage what abate ? 
Each mouſe was as the maſtiff gaunt, 
That growl'd before the gate. 
| Their 


heir 


1 
Their mien ſo grim alarm'd I ſpied, 
And looks of deſperate woe? 
« And why neglect, my friend,” I cried, 
« To chaſe the threatening foe ? 


« True *tis. that, any more than you, 
They cannot eat your pelf: 

«« But then of other food in lieu, 
They may devour yourſelf. 


« And think how odd th' account would ſound,' 


Should future annals tell, | 
« Muckworm fell not by hungry hound, 
% By hungry mice he fell. 


« Then drive the furious vermin hence, 
«© To ward ſuch dire miſhap : 

«« Nor fret, I pray you, for th' expence, 
„ Myſelf will lend the trap.” 


% Your offer's kind,” friend Muccworw cried, 


And highly do I rate it: | 
« But when the trap's by you ſupplied, 
* Who'll lend the cheeſe to bait it?“ 


5 Alluding to the Fable of AQtzon, 
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THE PARTRIDGES: AN E L E Ov. 


WRITTEN ON THE LAST OF AUGUST, ' 


BY THE REV, MR, PRATT OF PETERBOROUGH, 


ARD by yon cops that arts the 1 vale, 
As late I walk'd to taſte the ey'ning breeze, 


A plaintive murmur mingled in the gale, 
And notes of forrow Net re the trees. 


Touch'd by the 8 ſound, 1. nearer drew : 
But my rude ſtep increas'd the cauſe of pain: 

Soon o'er my head the whirring Partridge flew, 
Alarm'd ; and with her flew an infant train. 


But ſhort th' excurſion ; for, unus'd to play, 8 
Feebly tlie unfledg'd wings th' eſſay could make: 
The parent, ſhelter'd by the cloſing day, 
Lodg'd her lov'd covey in a W brake. 


Her cali pinions there ſhe amply ſpread, 
And huſh'd th' affrighted family to reſt ;; 

But ſtill the late alarm ſuggeſted dread, 
And cloſer to their feath'ry friend they preſs'd. 


2 


She, 


Thou God of birds! theſe innocents defend, 
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She, wretched parent! doom'd to various woe, | 
Felt. all a mother's hope, a mother's care; ' * © 
With grief foreſaw the dawn's impending blow, 


And to avert jt thus pieferr'd her pray'r: 


O thou! who een the ſparrow doſt befriend, 
Whoſe providence protects the harmleſs wren ; 


From the vile Tort of unrelenting men. 


DC ——_—_ - 


For ſoon as FTP ſhalt dapple yonder ſkies, 
The flaught'ring gunner, with the tube of fate, 

While the dire dog the faithleſs ſtubble tries, 
Shall perſecute our tribe with annual hate, 
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O may the ſun, unfann'd by cooling gale, 

Parch with unuſual heat th*-undewy ground; ; 
So ſhall the pointer's wonted cunning fail, 

So ſhall the een leave 10 babes unfound. 


Then ſhall T fearleſs guide them to the mead, 
Then ſhall I ſee with joy their plumage grow ; 
Then ſhall I fee (fond thought I) their future breed, 
And every tranſport of a parent know. 


But if ſome victim muſt endure the dart, 
And Fate marks out that victim from my race, 
Strike, ſtrike the leaden vengeance thro? this heart 
Spare, ſpare my babes; and I the death embrace. 
80 NY A MORN- 
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A MORNING SOLILOQUY -ON DEAFNESS. 
BY THE REV, MR. POWIS, 


ATURE ! thy genial call I hear, 
Which wakes the morn and me, 
And ſeems to ſtrike upon my ear, 
Tho” deaf to all but thee : 
To me the hours in filence roll away; \ 
No muſic greets the dawn, or mourns the cloſe of day. | 


To me the ſky-larks, pois'd aloft, - 
In filence ſeem to play, 
And hail no more in warblings ſoft 
The riſing dawn of day; | | 
For me in vain they ſwell their liquid throats, \ 
Contemplative I muſe, nor hear the jocund notes, 


To me the ſhepherd pipes in vain, 
In vain the milkmaid fings: 
Loft are the bleatings of the plain, 
The gurgling of the ſprings ; 
No more I hear the nightingale complain, , 
When to the moon ſhe chaunss her ſad love-labour'd ſtrain. 


And 
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And when with'me Lucinda ftrays 
Along the breezy grove, - | 
In tranſport on her charms I gaze, 
And think ſhe talks of love ; 
Ah! ceaſe, dear maid, to talk of love in vain, 
For ſmiles alone to me the voice of love explain, 


Pygmalion thus, when he ſurvey'd 
The work his hand had form'd, 
Enamour'd wiſh'd to ſee the maid 
With mutual paſſion warm'd, 
And as he woo'd his ear he oft inclin'd, 
Whilſt yet no voice of love reliey'd his anxious mind. 


Ceaſe thy complaints (methinks ev'n now |, 
The voice of Reaſon cries) 
Diſpel the gloom that clouds thy inks 
Suppreſs the heaving fighs : 
What Fate decrees tis folly to bewail; 
Weigh then the good and ill in Wiſdom's equal ſcale, 


No more in Friendſhip's thin diſguiſe 
Shall flattery ſoothe thine ear, 
Experienc'd kindneſs makes thee wiſe, 
To know thy friend ſincere ; 
No more ſhalt thou attend to Faction's cries, 
The taunts of jealous Pride, or Envy's blaſting lyes, 
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No 
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No more ſhall nom thy mind be toll I 
By every breath of praiſez - 
No more thy reaſon ſhall be loft 
In controverſy's maze ; Me; 
Thou ſafe thro? Life's ſoqueſter d vill ſhalt go, ' : 
And learn from Nature's works her wiſe decrees to know. \ 
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OCCASIONED BY LEAVING Bo——x—N, JULY 17556 
THE AUTHOR TELLING THE LADIES «a8 3 
UPON HIMSELF IN A WORSE SITUATION THAN ADAM 
BANISH'D PARADISE,” WAS ENR ZD Bx THEM 10 
GIVE HIS REASQN IN VERSE, 


HEN our firſt Father thro” the dreary waſte 
From Eden's plains an exile ſad muſt go, 
Oft he recalld each ſcene of pleaſure paſt, 
Felt the dire change, and bade his ſorrows flow, 


Yet ſtill a ſweet companion of his woe 
With ſoft aſſiduous care attended near; 
Fond to relieve, and reſolute to ſhow 


The ſoothing ſmile, or ſympathizing tear, 


PA 
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Far happier doom, alas I attends me here, 
Who leave of Nymphs ſo fair a train behind, 
Nor one is found the tedious way to chear, 
Or raiſe with converſe ſweet the drooping mind: 
Then tell me, fair qnes, can I chufe but grieve, 
Who quit my paradiſe without an Evs ? 


CCC HEEREEEXOKNONN 


TO A LADY-OF INDISCREET VIRTUE. 


IN IMITATION OF SPENSER.. 


BY THE SAME. 


we you, fair Anna, innocently gay, 
And free and open, all reſerve diſdain z 
Where-ever Fancy leads ſecurely ftray, 

And conſcious of no ill can fear no ſtain ; 


Let calm Diſcretion guide with ſteady rein, 
Let early Caution twitch your gentle ear; 
She'll tell you Cenſure lays her wily train, 
To blaſt thoſe beauties which too bright appear, 


Ah 
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Ah me! I ſee the monſter lurking near, 
I know her haggard eye, and porſonous tongue, 
She ſcans your actions with malicious leer, 
Eager to wreſt and repreſent them wrong ; 
Yet ſhall your conduct, circumſpect and clear, 
Nor baleful touch, nor fangs envenom'd fear. 


T. M M 07 TI 


ec; . +. BY MR. HENLEY. 


V the fide of the ſtream that ſtrays thro? the grove, 

I met, in a ramble, the blithe God of Love ; 
His bow o'er his ſhoulder was careleſsly ty'd, 
His quiver in negligence clanck'd at his fide ; 
A handful of arrows he held to my view, 
Each wing'd with a feather of different hue. 
This, fledg'd from the eagle, he ſmiling begun, 
« J aim at the heart that no dangers will ſhun : 
« And this from the peacock, all gaudy array'd, 
% The breaſt of Sir Fopling is ſure to invade. 
« When I «im at the prattler, who talks void of wit, 
% My ſhaft in the plume of a parrot will hit; 


« And when I've a mind that the jealous ſhould ſmart, 


1% J pierce with an owl-feather'd arrow his heart. 


&« For 
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1% For the youth, in whom truth and fondneſs reſide, 
« From the breaſt of a dove my dart is ſupply'd : | 
% This I value the moſt :twas this that I found gd | 
« From you, O my Delia, that gave me the wound.” ? | 


A'N e | 


BY DANIEL HAYES, ESQ, 


Vade, liber, werbiſque meis hoes grata ſaluta ; Fortunæ memorem 
te decet t meæ. | 


* 


H! what avails this ſhort ſublunar ſphere ? 
Why wiſh to act in the fantaſtic ſcene, 

Subject at beſt to many a doubt and fear, 

Too oft to cold neglect, and certain pain? 


Why does vain man his fondeſt wiſhes pour ? 

Why do his earlieſt pray'rs attack the ſky, | 
To ſtretch the ſpace of each contracted hour ?— 

Say, is it then ſo terrible to die? 


What joys hath life to counterpoiſe its cares? 
What ſweets to recompence for all its woes? 
Lo! Av'rice gnaws, and fell Ambition tears 


The racking breaſt with hell's united throes. 
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Lo! ſquinting Jealouſyꝰs unſettled frown! . 
Lo! haggard Envy, —— ce, 

Sick'ning at noble deeds and fair renown, 
And.circulating fall th? envenom'd lie. 
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Exerts her baſe nn art, 
To circumvent his unſuſpecting heart. 
Nor theſe alone embitter th' irkſome way, 


That leads to life's uncertain goal; 
dora's miniſters, a dread array, 


Who but has ſeen the epileptic rage, | 
With wild diftortion rend the alter'd frame: 3 
The Palſy, ſad concomitant of age, 049 
And thirſty Fever's all-devouring flame! 


The hideous veil of rugged, horror throws; 
The Dropſy, ever ſwol'n with foul increaſe, 
And pamper'd Gout's excruciating woes. 


Did laviſh Fortune, from her endleſs ſtore, 

Vain mortal! gratify each greedy thought 
Did new-born pleaſures court each circling hour, 
Alas! how dearly is exiſtence bought! 


t Small Pox, 


4nd creeping Fraud, with wel diſlewbled ler. 


Watching the gey'rous ſtriplipg's prone career, 


Convulſe the ſenſe, and rack the tortur'd ſoul. 


That fell * diſeaſe which o'er th enchanting face, 


How 
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How dearef fill; when nor kind Fortune's u, :* 
Nor vivid pleaſure, nor ſerene delight; | 

Chear the ſad morning of the wretch's day, 
Or cloſe his eye-lids in the ſtermy night! 


Such ure his fates, who now in plaintive lore — il 
Pours forth the aiiguiſh of lis woe-ſtruck mind, | 1 

Swelling with tears the gentle river's ſtore, | 1 
Beneath a weeping willow's ſhade reclin'd : 


Or near that * pile, where, mould'ring in the tomb, 
The frail remains of once fam'd St. John lie, 
Joyleſs he wanders thro? night's murky gloom, 
The hollow winds re-echoing to his ſigh : 
* 
Baniſh'd his much lov'd home, the bliſsful plains, 
Where princely Shannon laves the flow'ry ſtrand, 
No dear aſſociate, no kind friend remains, 
To chear his wand'rings in a foreign land. 


And thee, fair Limerick ! whoſe beleaguer'd wall 
So oft the bolts of raging Britain ſtood ; 

Before thy gates what thouſands met their fall, 
And with their bodies choak'd the ſpacious flood ! 


Parent of heroes ! each illuſtrious child 
Enlarg'd thy fame thro? ev'ry rolling age; 
Propitious Fortune on her labour ſmil'd, 
And with their triumphs ſwell'd the ſtoried page. 


a Batterſea, where the great lord Bolingbroke lies buried. 
WW _ Thine 


(302) 


Thine was » Borhame, who fierce in days of yore, 
*Gainſt Denmark's pow'r his hardy ſquadrons led ; 
Loud rag'd the fight on Clontarff's ſounding ſhore, 
When by his arm the ſtern Turgeſus bled. 


Cruſh'd are the tyrants, pierc'd with thouſand wounds, 
The vanquiſh'd raven drops her heavy wing ; 
Borhame and Liberty the beach reſounds, 
And freed * Eblana's joyful turrets ring. 


Who like Borhame could launch the deathful ſpear ? 
Who ſtem the torrent of th' impetuous fray ? 

Or who like him his drooping vaſſals cheer, 
And bleſs a nation with the happieſt ſway ? 


But what is he, who, by the midnight gloom, 
Thro' yonder camp his fearleſs paſſage bends! 
Sudden terrific fires the ſkies illume, 
And the loud burſt th' affrighted welkin rends. 


Fir'd is the magazine, theſe ſulphur'd ſtores, 
Deſtin'd to waſte Ierne's fruitful land; 

Burſt the rude guns that menac'd her fair tow'rs, 
And all by Sarsfield's unaſſiſted hand. 


He was king of all Ireland, and gave the Danes a final overthrow many 
years before the Engliſh landed in that kingdom; after which period his 
family ruled in Munſter for ſome centui ies. After the reduction of the 
iſland, they accepted the dignity of earls of Thomond, which they held 
until the death of Henry O'Brien, the laſt carl, When the family became 
extinct. 

x An old name for Dublin. 


Nor 
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Nor yet, bleſt city ! is that worth no more, 
Which erſt in fighting fields thy ſons did claim; 
Lo! Coote's ſtrong arm controuls the Indian ſhore, 
Whilſt Niagara roars thy Maſly's fame. 


Equal in arts, thy poliſh'd ſons excel, 
Ierne's brighteſt ornaments of yore; 

Who, like Fitz Gibbon clears Law's myſtic ſpell, 
Whilſt wond'ring ſenates hang on Pery's lore ! 


Southwell is thine, with ev'ry pow'r to pleaſe, 
The patriot's freedom with the courtier's art, 
That noble art of elegance and eaſe, 
To win and hold the captivated heart. 


With him how pleaſing flew th' inſtructive hours, 
By Caſtleconnel's ſacred fountain laid ; 

Whilſt fruits and bloſſoms deck'd the high-arch'd bow'rs, 
And purple fragrance bluſh'd in ev'ry mead. 


| Propitious Naiad of that healing ſtream, 
Inſpire my grateful breaſt thy praiſe to ſing 
Thy cordial draughts reſtore the ſickly frame, L | 
And youthful vigour guſhes from thy ſpring. ' 


What tho' thy ſhore can boaſt no gay parade, | | 
No circus regular, no ſplendid rooms, 

Lovely Simplicity adorns thy glade, 

ne And laviſh Nature in perfection blooms. 


—— — — — * 
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Serene Contentment, with unclouded brow; 
Sheds her ſoft influence o'er thy flowry dale! 
Secure delights in ſweet ſucceſſion flow, 
And Health inſpires the animating pale. 


Nor baneful dice thy ev*ning hour tnoleſt, 
Nor titled courtezans uncomely ſmiles, 

Kindle the flame in youth's toe eager breaſt, 
Nor faithleſs wife the facred couch defiles. 


Chaſte are thy damſels as the virgin train 
Which thre' Theffalian groves Diana guides; 
Their hearts, their radiant eyes, untaugkt to ſeign, 
Whilſt o'er each glance fair Devency preſides. 


Recount their numes l I might as well difplay 
Each flow'r that opens on the ſummer lawn, 

Each ſhining gem that decks yon ſtarry way, 
E'er yet invidious morn begins to dawn. 


Yet far from theſe did rough Misfortune's frown 
Compel the woe-bewilder'd bard to fly; 

Hence from his boſom burſts th'-inceflant. groan, 
Th? inceſſant tear that {wells his aching eye. 


Ah! where is now Selinda's vivid Imile, 
That wont to ſhed celeſtial gladneſs round; 
Her converſe ſweet, that could all cares beguile, 
And pour the balm of pity in each wound, 
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Tho' 
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Exil'd from her how toilſome creep the hours, 
Tho? friendly Chelſea yields its grateful ſhade ; 
Tho? Thames? ſoft waters huſh the willow'd ſhores, 

And Nature's muſie quivers thro? the glade ? 


Exil'd from her not all that Nature boaſts, 
Not all the flaming treaſures of the Eaſt, 

Not all the ſweets that crown Campania's coaſts, 
Could ſoothe the ſlighteſt pang that rends my breaſt, 


She was indeed—but hold my racking brain, 
Canſt thou the glories of that form diſcloſe ? 
As ſoon (vain wretch !) attempt in frantic ſtrain, 
To point each dew-drop on the vernal roſe. 


Her eyes were brighter than the orient beam, 
Her voice far ſweeter than ſweet Philomel ; 
Eaſy proportion harmoniz'd her frame, 
Heav'n gave a mind, and bade her to excel. 


What have I done ?—Sure ſome infatuate fire, 
Or private rage, or private diſcord led ; 

God's ſacred fane conſum'd with impious fire, 

Which th' angry pow'r avenges on my head. 


Welcome Deſpair, thou king of horrors come, 
Cruſh this loath'd being to its primal clay, 


Prepar'd, I wait th' inexorable doom, 


And bid adieu to Hope's remoteſt ray. 
Vol, III. X 


Forgotten 
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And ſpread its pinions to the polar ſkies, 
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Forgotten be my name, my age, my birth ; 
Let black Oblivion all my woes conceal : 
Theſe killing woes would poiſon future mirth, 

And happy lovers ſhudder at the tale. 


PFF 
THE ACADEMIC SPORTSMAN, 
Or, A WINTER'.DAY. 


- BY GERALD FITZGERALD. 


HE feather'd game that haunt the hoary plains, 
When ice-bound winter hangs in cryſtal chains, 
The mimic thunder of the deep-mouth'd gun 
By lightning uſher'd, and by death out-run, 


The ſpaniel ſpringing on the new-fall'n prey, 


The friend attendant, and the ſpirits gay; 
Theſe are the ſcenes which lur'd my earlieſt days, 
And ſcenes like theſe continue ſtill to pleaſe. 

Oft when Ive ſeen the new-fledg*d morn ariſe, 


Th' expanded air with gelid fragrance fan, 

Brace the ſlack nerves, and animate the man; 

Swift from the college, and from cares I flew, 

(For ſtudious cares ſolicit ſomething new) 

From tinkling bells that wake the truant's fears, 

And letter'd trophies of three thouſand years ; 
Throf 
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Thro' length'ning ſtreets with ſanguine hopes I glied, 

The fatal tube depending at my ſide; 

No buſy vender dins with clam'rous call, 

No rattling carriage drives me to the wall ; 

The cloſe-compaQted ſhops, their commerce laid, 

In filence frown like manſions of the dead— | 

Save, where the ſooty-ſhrowded wretch cries ** Sweep,” 
Or drowſy watchman talks in broken ſleep, 

*'Scap'd from the hot-brain'd youth of midnight fame, 

Whoſe mirth is miſchief, and whoſe glory ſhame— 

Save, that from yonder ſtew the batter'd beau, 

With tott'ring ſteps comes reeling to and fro 

Mark, how the live-long revels of the night 

Stare in his face, and ſtupify his ſight ! 

Mark the looſe frame, yet impotently bold, 

*Twixt man and beaſt, divided empire hold !— 

Amphibious wretch ! the prey of paſſion's tide, 

The wreck of riot, and the mock of pride. 

But we, my friend, with aims far diff*rent born, 
Seek the fair fields, and court the bluſhing morn ; 
With ſturdy ſinews, bruſh the frozen ſnow, 

While crimſon colours on our faces glow, 
Since life is ſhort, prolong it while we can, 
And vindicate the ways of health to man. 

To yonder vales that ſpread beneath the hills, | 
Where MiLTown river winds with murm'ring rills, 
Onward our courſe diverſify'd we bend, 

And right and left with anxious care attend ; . 
* | X 2 The 
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The poring ſpaniel, ſtudious as he goes, 

Scents ev'ry leaf that on the margin grows, 

Sudden he ſtops !—he eyes the plaſhy ſpring ! 

The frighted ſnipe darts upward on the wing, 

With ſhrill-ton'd pipe implores the paſſive air, 

In vain! for death e'en perſecutes him there 

Another ſprings ! but happier in his flight, 

*Scapes the loud gun, and vaniſhes from ſight. 
The ſport begun, and panting till for breath, 

With arms recruited for the work of death, 

Pleas'd we behold the gay tranſparent gleam 

Of frozen lake, that ſkirts the purling ſtream, 

With inlaid figures, and moſaic wrought, 

With margin rich, and lucid pendants fraught 

Till lively Ranger chides our long delay, 

Gambols around, then forward ſprings away. 
Heav'n ! what delights my active mind renew, 

When out-ſpread nature opens to my view, 

The carpet-cover'd earth of ſpangled white, 

The vaulted ſky, juſt ting'd with purple light; 

The buſy blackbird hops from ſpray to ſpray, 

The gull, ſelf-ballanc'd, floats his liquid way; 

The morning breeze in milder air retires, 

And riſing rapture all my boſom fires, 

In incenſe wafted to the throne on high, 

To him who form'd the earth—the air the ſky, 

Who gives me health and vigour to enjoy, 

Guides me c'en now, and guarded when a boy— 

Accept, 
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Accept, great God! the fervour of my pray'r, 
And, as before, continue ſtill thy care, 
Oft as I view thee in creation's dreſs, 
Be mine to praiſe thee, as 'tis thine to bleſs. 
While fervid flights my lifted fancy takes, 
The wary woodcock ruſtles thro? the brakes, 
With haſty pinions wings his rapid courſe, 
Till death purſues him, arm'd with double force; 
Each gun diſcharg'd, and conſcious of its aim, 
Aſſerts the prize, and holds the dubious claim; 
Till chance decides the long conteſted ſpoil, 
Proclaims the victor, and rewards his toil. 
His luckleſs fate, immediate to repair, 
The baffled ſportſman beats with forward care, 
Each buſh explores, that plats the hedge with pride, 
Brooks at its feet, and brambles at its fide— 
Another bird, juſt fluſhing at the ſound, 
Scarce tops the fence, then tumbles to the ground, 
Ah! what avails him now the varniſh'd die, 
The tortoiſe-colour'd back, the brilliant eye, 
The pointed bill that ſteers his vent'rous way 
From Northern climes, and dar'd the boilt'rous ſea ; 
To milder ſhores in vain theſe pinions ſped, 
Their beauty blaſted, and their vigour fled. 
Thus the poor peaſant, ſtruggling with diſtreſs, 
Whom rig'rous laws, and rigid hunger preſs, 
In weſtern regions ſeeks a milder ſtate, 
Braves the broad ocean, and reſigns to fate; 
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Scarce well arriv'd, and lab'ring to procure 
Life's free ſubſiſtence, and retreats ſecure, 
Sudden! he ſees the roving Iv IAN nigh, 

Fate in his hand, and ruin in his eye— 

Scar'd at the fight, he runs, he bounds, he flies, 
Till arrow-pierc'd, he falls—he faints—he dies. 
Unhappy man ! who no extreme could ſhun, 

By tyrants baniſh'd, and by chance undone ; 

In vain ! fair virtue fann'd the free-born flame, 
Now fall'n alike to fortune, and to fame. 

But why, my muſe! when livelier themes I ſought, 
Why change the rural ſcenes to ſober thought ? 
Why rouſe the patriot ardour in my breaſt, 
Uſeleſs its glow, when FREEDOM droops depreſt ? 
Not mine to combat lux'ry's lordly ſtride, 

My humble lot forbids th' aſpiring pride, 
Forbids to ſtop Depopulation's hand 

That cruſhes induſtry, and frights the land, 
That robs the poor, of half their little ſtore, 
And Inſurrection ſpreads from ſhore to ſhore. 

Theſe to prevent, be ſtill the ſtateſman's end, 

And this the taſk of Sovereigns to attend; 

Be mine the care, to range this ample field, 

Try what its ſprings, and what its thickets yield, 

Purſue the game that to the ſkies aſpire, 

And purge the Æther with ſucceſſive fire, 

Spring o'er-the fence that bars my active mind, 

And rouſe my friend that ling'ring ſtays behind, 
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Guard the ſteep bank, to catch with eager pains 
The forward bound, that ſcarce the margin gains; 
Or loudly laugh, when diligently nice, 
He backward ſlides, and bumps the crackling ice. 
Oh friendſhip! name for ever lov'd, ador'd, 
Thou richeſt gift, which heaven for man has ſtor'd ! 
To me more dear, congenial to my breaſt, 
Than all the hoards, and honours of the Eaſt ; 
When ere thro? life's more arduous paths I bend, 
Be there to guide, and aid me to my end ; 
Or when the ſports of rural ſcenes I try, 
With converſe ſweet each interval ſupply ; 
In all extremes of buſineſs or of eaſe, 
Be there to comfort, and be here to pleaſe ; 
Unlock the ſluices of my flowing heart, 
And to its courſe thy genial warmth impart, 
Augment its ſtream, refine it as it flows, 
Till fair creation its clear current ſhews— 
May no rude paſſions toſs it into foam ; 
Nor reſtleſs commerce on its boſom roam ; 
But chear'd by bright'ning ſcience may it run, 
No cares to ruffle, and no rocks to ſhun ; 
Or glide ſequeſter'd thro* SYLvanus? ſhades, 
The flocks of Pan, and FLORA's flow'ry meads, 
While the pleas'd Muss, with auſpicious ſmile, 
Breathe paſt'ral muſic, and the time beguile. 
And thou, dear ſpaniel ! friend in other form! 
Obſequious come, thy duty to perform, 
X 4 Whoſe 
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Whoſe fond affection ever glows the ſame, 

Lives in each look, and vibrates thro' thy frame; 
And thou, dear pointer! never devious ſtray, 
But ſearch the plains inquiſitively gay, 

With length'ned ſide, and ſapient noſe inhale 
The floating vapour of the ſcented gale— 

Oft have I ſeen thee, when the balanc'd year 
By LiBra weigh'd rewarded Ceres? care, 
Thro' new-ſhorn fields with active vigour bound 
Snuff the freſh air, and traverſe all the ground; 
Or cautious tread, and ſtep by ſtep ſurvey, 
With keeneſt attitude, the tim*rous prey; 
Then itatue-like, with lifted foot proclaim 

The PaRTR1DGE. near, and certify the game 
Where'er I range, whatever ſports purſue, 

Be ſtill attendant, and be ſtill in view. 

Now had the ſun, in noon-tide robes array'd 
Of fleecy clouds, the ſubje& world ſurvey'd ; 
Onward we move, to gain the mountain's „ fide, 
That Eaſt and Welt attends in ſolemn pride, 
With lofty head that breathes the gelid gale, 
Brow-beats the city, and o'erlooks the vale ; 

- Adown its face the trickling riv'lets run, 
Spread at his feet, and bathe them in the ſun ; 
Theſe to diſcloſe, we trace the rugged ſoil, 
And many a ſhot repays the pleaſing toll ; 


y That part of the Wicklew Mountains which lies about three miles to 
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Till tir'd at length with new diſcover'd game, 
We mark the courſe reſerv d for future fame. 

As when the Spaniards with unceaſing pains, 
Thro' Chili rov'd to Charcas? barren plains, 
Approach'd Potoſi's arduous height that boaſts 
The richeſt treaſures of the ſouthern coaſts ; 

The latent veins they labour to explore 

Of pregnant mines that teem with ſparkling ore, 
With riſing rapture ſpring them into day, 

And fluſh'd with pleaſure, plan their future ſway. 

The day advanc'd, and waning to the welt, 
Demands a thought for reſpite and for reſt, 

Back to the city calls a ſudden eye, 

Where vary'd beauties all in proſpect lie; 

The pointed ſteeples menacing the ſkies, 

The ſplendid domes; that emulouſly riſe ; 
The1owly hamlets ſcatter'd here and there, 
That ſcarcely ſwell to breath refreſhing air ; 
The hedge-row'd hills, and intermingled vales, 
The diltant villas fann'd by floating gales ; 
And eaſtward ſtill, the wide extended main 

By commerce cover'd, awes the ſolemn ſcene, 

Theſe to behold may pleaſe the vacant mind, 

More pleaſing far the cottage of the hind, 

That yonder ſmokes, by ruſſet hawthorn hedg'd, 

By hay-yard back'd, and ſide- long cow-houſe edg'd : 
Oft have I there my thirlt and toil allay'd, 
Approach'd as now, and dar'd the dog that bay'd ; 


The 


( 314 ) 


The ſmiling matron joys to ſee her gueſts, 


Sweeps the broad hearth, and hears our free requeſts, 


Repels her little brood that throng too nigh, 
The homely board prepares, the napkin dry, 
The new-made butter, and the raſher rare, 
The new-laid egg, that's dreſs'd with niceſt care; 
The milky ſtore, for cream collected firſt, 
Crowns the clean noggin, and allays our thirſt ; 
While crackling faggots bright'ning as they burn, 
Shew the neat cupboard, and the cleanly churn ; 
The plaintive hen, the interloping gooſe, 
The lambkin dear that friſks about the houſe— 
The modeſt maiden riſes from her wheel, 
Who unperceiv'd a filent look would ſteal ; 
Call'd ſhe attends, affiſts with artleſs grace, 
'The bloom of nature fluſhing on her face, 
'That ſcorns the die, which pallid pride can lend, 
And all the arts which luxury attend. 

With fuel laden from the brambly rock, 
Lo! forward comes the father of his flock, 
Of honeſt front :—ſalutes with ruſtic gait, 
Remarks our fare, and boaſts his former ſtate, 
When many a cow, nor long the time remov'd, 
And many a calf his ſpacious paſture rov'd, 
Till rifing rents reduc'd them now to three, 
Abridg'd his farm, and fix'd him as we ſee : 
Yet thanks his God, what fails him in his wealth 
He ſeeks from labour, and he gains from health; 
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Then talks of ſport ; how many wild-ducks ſeen ! 
What flocks of widgeon too had fledg'd the green ! 
Till ev'ry *prentice dar'd the city ſhun, | 
Range the wide field, and lift the level gun. 

While thus amus'd, and gladden'd with our lot, 
The haſty ev'ning calls us from the cot; 
A ſmall gratuity. dilates their heart, 
And many a bleſſing follows as we part. 
Nor you, ye proud ! diſdain their ſtate to hear, 
The ſtate of nature crowns their frugal cheer ; 
Tranſmitted pure from Patriarchal times, 
By art unfaſhion'd to corruption's climes— 
To you unknown their labours and their race, 
Alike unknown their innocence and peace 
Secure from danger, as remov'd from fame, 
Their lives calm current flows without a name. 
With limbs refreſt'd, with lively tales and gay, 
We home ward haſte, and guile the tedious way; 
Each object view in wint'ry dreſs around, 
And eye the dogs that wanton o'er the ground; 
The penſive red-breaſt on the leafleſs bough, 
And juſt beneath, the fragrance-breathing cow ; 
While ſtill more grateful, with her cleanly pail, 
The ruddy milkmaid hears a tender tale 
From the lov'd ſwain, who ſwells th' alternate ſigh, 
Leans on his ſtaff, and lures her fide-long eye, 
With artleſs guiſe, his paſſion to impart, 
With looks that ſpeak the language of his heart— 
_ Her's 
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Her's was the fweetneſs of the milk ſhe prefs'dy 


And his the fervour of the ſweets careſs'd ; 

A Daphne ſhe, with rural grace attir'd, 

A Damon he, with faithful love inſpir'd : 

Thrice happy pair! whom guiltleſs joys adorn, 

Pure as the eve, and conſtant as the morn ; 

No pride-born cares, to fruſtrate or controul 

Your mutual vows reſponſive to the ſoul, 

Till ſacred Hymen binds the nuptial band, 

And blends your lives, a bleſſing to the land. 
Hence, contemplation lifts the internal eye, 

Fix'd on the love of Providence on high, 

That ſtill impartial thro? the world extends 

In bounteous bleſſings vary'd to their ends; 

From the rich Urkain to Siberia's ſnow, 

Adapted ſweets in ev'ry climate grow; 

The rude Tonguſian, quiver'd for the chace, 

Feels joys unknown to Perſia's ſplendid race, 


Thro' wilds immenſe purſues the ſavage brood, 


At once his pride, his raiment and his food ; 


No diff” rence proves, but what from fancy ſprings, 
Twix'd tented Tartars, and empalac'd Kings— 


But ſoon the viſionary ſcene withdraws, 

And active ſports ſolicit new applauſe, 

For yonder come—yet diſtant to the eye, 
The vagrant Plover wafted thro' the ſky ; 
Swift to the hedge, on diff*rent ſides we run, 


That ſkart the copſe, and hide the deadly gun; 
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*Tis man alone muſt anſwer for the end; 
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Onward they move regardleſs of their ſtate, 
A ſingle guide conducts them to their fate, 
The ſudden thunder burſts upon their head, 
The foremoſt fall, and all the reſt are fled. 
Thus were its foreſts Niagara ſpreads, 
And wild Oſwego all its horror ſheds, 
The ſons of Britain march'd in vent'rous pride, 
No foe to front them, and no caution guide, 
»Till ev'ry tree with hidden rage conſpires, 
And ev'ry ſnrub emits deſtructive fires ; 
What could they do? or where the vengeance fly? 
They wheel they drop, —and all or run or die; 
The gun relentleſs no compaſſion ſhews, 
And no reſpect of diff*rent objects knows; 
Alike regardleſs, when its fury's ſtir'd, 
Of man or beaſt—a Braddock or a bird. 
But while I thus its dire effects attend, 


The gun, like riches, claims no genuine uſe, 

But juſt as rul'd, will good or bad produce, 

Whether it rolls the raging tide of war, 

Or only frights the tenants of the air, 

For empire level'd, or for health careſs'd, 

The motive, not the mean, is curs'd or bleſt. 
Now had the twilight, veil'd in glootay gray, 

Mourn'd the departure of retiring day, 

A darker hue the face of nature wears, 

And ſcarce diſtin the diſtant town appears— 
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Back to our mind, in ſwift SEN ge. 

(To cheat the time and ſteal the road along) 
The various ſports of all the ſummer paſt, 

When ling'ring, long-vacation came at laſt ; 
Imagination fondly ſports to tell, 

How many grouſe! how many partridge fell ! 
And quick tranſports me, gladden'd as I go, 
Where the proud Gaulties * lift their awful brow, 
Oft did I there with lively ſpirits run, 

Mount on their back to meet the riſing ſun, 
When tolling, panting, labour-ſpent and ſlow, 
I ſtop'd to breathe :=And view'd the plains below, 
And thee, dear village! * lovelieſt of the clime, 
Fain would I name thee, but I can't in rhime, 
Where firſt my years in youthful pleaſures paſt, 
And where in age I hope to die at laſt; 

Fain would I dwell upon thy native charms, 

Thy verdant hills and cultivated farms— 

But ſudden rous'd, I ſee the pointers wind, 

My brother-ſportſmen preſſing cloſe behind, 
The grumbling heath-cock feels an inſtant wound, 
Adow he falls, and whirs againſt the ground 
Again, methinks I ſee the ſervice ſpread, 

The cold proviſions on the cakes of bread,® 


WW" OT. WE > WE r VV 1 


„ 


2 A range of mountains in the county of Tipperary. 


: * Adorea liba per herbam 
Subjiciunt epulis, &c, Vis, EN. VII. 110, 
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The mountain ſtream, of babbling accents ni, 


My couch the heath, my canopy the ſky, 
Eneas-like, I eagerly devour 


The plates themſelves the quarter'd cakes of flour, 


Like him ariſe new conqueſts to purſue, 
Then end my toil and tell of all I knew. 

So at the cloſe of toilſome, hardy life, 
The vet*ran ſoldier brags of glorious ſtrife, 
What dangers paſt, what cities he had ſeen, 


What battles fought, when thouſands ſtrew'd the green, 


Till fancy-warm'd he ſeems to fight them o'er, 


And tir'd at laſt, he braves and boaſts no more. 


Bleſt with the view of Stephens-green at laſt, 


Amuſive fancy paints its pleaſures paſt ; 


Where ſhady walks entice the noon-tide pale, 
And whiſp'ring lover's ſoftly-fighing tale 
The ogling belle, the pert and powder'd beau, 
And dame delighted pretty miſs to ſhew ; 
The trader trim, that ſtruts with vacant air 
To catch the breeze, or captivate the fair— 
But now no more Florillus glads the green, 
Lucinda's gone, and deſolates the ſcene, 

The riſing moon, with delegated ſway, 
Supplies the radiance of the diſtant day, 


Maliſq. audacibus orbem 
Fatalis cruſti, patulis nec parcere quadris ; 


Heus? etiam Menſas conſumimus inquit liilus, Vis. Ex. VII. 110. 
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Reveals the various objects that we meet, 

And all the buſy tumults of the ſtreet- 
With head-long pace the vagrant hawker ſcours,. 
And bloody news from lungs horrific pours, 

The dull, diſcordant” ballad-notes annoy, 

That mock the croud, with love's fantaſtic joy; 
The cumb'rous coach, with blazon'd pomp that ſheivs 
Where pamper'd pride, and indolence repoſe ; 
While cloſe behind, the ſhiv*ring female ſtrays, 
Parted from virtue, innocence and eaſe— 

She once the darling of her mother's arms, * 
Her father's pride, and bleſt with blooming charms, 
Thro? all the village known for ſpotleſs fame, 

Fair was her beauty, fairer ſtill her name; 

"Till the ſly tempter urg'd inſidious ſuit, 

And lur'd her weakneſs to forbidden fruit; 
There periſh'd grace, her guardian honour fled, - 
And ſad remembrance mourns each bleſſing dead! 
Expell'd the paradiſe of native ſway | 
She wanders now to ev'ry vice a prey 
A prey to yonder terror of the night, 

(Avert, ye Gods! ſuch monſters from my ſight) 
The bully dire: whoſe front the furies ſwell, 
And ſcars diſhoneſt mark the ſon of hell 
In vain! ſhe ſhrinks to ſhun his luckleſs pace, 
Aw'd by the terrors of his vengeful face ; 
To ſcenes Tartarean, ſee! the wretches hie, 
Where drench'd in vice, they rave they rot—or die. 


Heav'n ! 
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Heav'n ! how unlike the pure, the tranquil ſcene: 
Where rural mirth, and rural manners reign ; Da 
Where ſimple cheer diſclaims the cares of wealth, 

And freſh'ning gales diffuſe the glow of health ; * 
Where undiſturb'd, unenvy'd, unconfin'd, 
Calm reaſon rules each moment of the Mi 
Where mock'd ambition ſeeks her laſt retreat, 
And proves the world, a bubble or a cheat. 
"This clam'rous ſtreets at length by eaution led. 
Lo! Alma Mater rears her rev'rend head, 
Unfolds the portals of her awful courts, 
Where nurs'd by ſcience, future fame reſort l 
Pleas'd we behold the bright'ning fuel blaze, 
And hot repaſt that gives content and eaſe ;.. 
While keeneſt appetites a zeſt beſtow, 
Which liſtleſs luxury can never know; 
The cloth remov'd, with bleſſing for our fare, 
We next the jug of cordial punch prepare ; . | 
Or purple claret ſparkling as we pour, _. Ta. 
Nectareous juice! to chear the ſocial hour, | | 
When toil declining claims refreſhment's ſmiles, | | 
And mirthful innocence. the time beguiles. e ere; ö 
With conſcious j Joy our nets we then review, 
And all the conqueſts of the day renew, 
| Boaſt of our ſkill, and palliate where it fails, 
For ev'n in trifles human pride prevails— 
Nor to ourſelves the feather'd ſpoils confine, 


But range them round for friendſhip's ſacred ſhrine ; 3 
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The rural bliſs redonhles in our breaſ t. 
I pleatay e e e . e,. 
Nor you, my friends! diſdain what we adore, ec, 
We give with pleaſure; and would give you manta. 1's. 
Our off'ring take, and as we wiſh ſurvey „ ee 
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ITY the "IL of a a poor wm man ! 

Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to ths mierten pan, | 
Oh! give relief—and heav'n will Vlefs ue fore, 
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Theſe tatter'd cloaths my poverty bepeak, 
Theſe hoary lotks proclaim my lengthen'd years ark 
And many a furrow'in my grief. worn cheek, OS | 
Has been the — * Wee of tears. [IF--<-0 


C 
CA 


=» | Yon 


( 323) 
Yon houſe, erected on the riſing ground, 
With tempting aſpect drew me from my road, 
For plenty there a refidenee hat = 5 goba 
And grandeur a magnificent abode, - 


(Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor!) 
Here craving for a morſel of their bread. 
A pamper'd menial fore'd me from the dot, 


Jo ſeek a ſhelter in an ani, n 
7 1 p n © 


Oh! take me to your hoſ; - table dome, 
Koen blows the wind and piercing is the cold, 
Short is my paſlage to the friendly tomb, 
For I am poor and miſerably old. 


Should I reveal the ſource of every grief, 
If ſoft humanity e' er touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not with-hold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity could not be repreſt, 


Heay?n,ſends, misfortunes—why ſhould we repine ? 
»Tis heaven has brought me to che ſtate you ſee: 
And your, condition may be foon like mine, 
The child of forrow—and of miſery, 


A little farm was my paternal lot, 

Then like the lark I ſprightly hail'd the morn ; 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 

My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 
8 12 
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My daughter —oncę the comfort of my age! 8 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, ob TW 

Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage,, - _  { 

And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife ſueet ſoother of my care! 
Struck with ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decre, ö 

Fell —ling' ring: oll a victim to deſp air... 

And left 2 to wretchedneſs and me. 


Pity the ſorrows of a poor old man 1 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your deo, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 25 
Oh ! give relief —and heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 
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